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OW let the Atheiſt tremble; thou alone 
Canſt bid his conſcious heart the Godhead own. 
Whom ſhalt thou not reform? O thou haſt ſeen 
How God deſcends to judge the ſouls of men! 
Thou heardſt the ſentence, how the guilty mourn, 
Driv'n out from God, and never to return 

Yet more, behold ren thouſand thunders fall, 
And ſudden vengeance wrap the flaming ball : 
When Nature ſunk, when ev'ry bolt was hurt d, 
Thou ſawſt the boundleſs ruins of the world. 
And ſulphur fell on the devoted plain; 

The Patriarch thus, the fiery tempeſt paſt, 
With pious horror view'd the defart waſte; 
The reſtleſs ſmoke ſtill wav'd its curls around, 
For ever riſing from the glowing ground. 

But tell me, oh! what hcav'nly pleafare, tell, 
To think fo greatly, and deſcribe ſo well! 
How waſt thou pleas'd the woad'rous theme to try, 
And find the thought of man could rife fo high! 
Beyond this world the labour to purſue, 

And open all ETzinity to view! 
A3 


6 TO THE AUTHOR 
But thou art beſt delighted to rehearſe 

Heav'n's holy dictates in exalted verſe: 

© thou haſt pow'r the harden's heart to warm, 

To grieve, to raiſe, to terrify, to charm ! 25 

To fix the foul on God; to teach the mind 

To kaew the dignity of humen-tind ; 

By ſtricter rules well-govern's life to ſcan, 

And practiſe o'er the angel in the man. 
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ERE, facred truths, ** 
The proſpect of a future ſtate unfold : 
The realms of night to mortal view diſplay, 
And the glad regions of eternal day. 
This daring author ſcorns, by vulgar ways 
Of guilty wit, to merit worthleſs praiſe. 
Full of her glorious theme, his tow'ring muſe, 
With gen'rous zeal a nobler flame purſues : 
Religion's cauſe her raviſh d heart aſpires, * 
And with a thouſand bright ideas fires ; 
Tranſports her quick, impatient, picrciag eye, 
O'er the ſtrait limits of mortality, 
To boundleſs orbs, and bids her fearleſs foar 
Where only MIL rox gain'd renown before; 
f Where various ſcenes alternately excite 
| Amazement, pity, terror, and delight. 
Thus did the muſes fing in carly times, 
Fre (kill'd to flatter vice, and varniſh crimes : 
Their lyres were tuned to virtuous ſongs alone, f 
And the chaſte poet, and the prieſt were one. 1 
But now, ſorgetſul of their infant ſtate, | 
They foothe the wanton pleaſures of the great; 
And from the preſs, and the licentious tage, 
| With luſcious poiſon taint the thoughtleſs age : 
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Deceitful charms attract our wond'ring eyes, 

And fpecious ruin unſuſpected lyes. 

$0 the rich foil of India's blooming ſhores, 

Adorn'd with laviſh Nature's choiceſt ſtones, 

Where ſerpents lurk, by flow'rs conceal'd from fight, 

Hides fatal danger under gay delight. | 

"Theſe purer thoughts, from groſs alloys refin'd, 

With heav'nly raptures elevate the mind: 

Not fram's to raiſe a giddy ſhort-liv'd joy, | 

Whoſe falſe allurements, while they pleaſe, deſtroy ; 

But bliſs reſembling that of faints above, 

Sprung from the viſion of th” Almighty love: 

Firm, ſolid bliſs, for ever great and new, 

The more tis known, the more admir'd, like you; 

Like you, fair in whom united meet 

Endearing ſweetneſs, unaffected wit, | 

And all the glories of your ſparkling race, 

While inward virtues heighten ev'ry grace. 

By theſe ſecur d, you will with pleaſure read 

* Of future judgment, and the riſing dead; 

« Of Time's grand period, heav'n and earth v'er- 
thrown ; | 

And gaſping Nature's laſt tremendous groan.” 

Theſe, when the ſtars and ſun ſhall be no more, 

Shall beauty to your ravay'd form reſtore : 

Then ſhall you ſhine with an immortal ray, 

Improv'd by death, and brighten'd by decay. 
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Will there no trace, no point be found 
er. {Of all this ſpacious glorious round ? 
| You lamps of night, muſt they decay ? 
| On Nature's ſelf deſtruction prey? 
Then Fame, the moſt immortal thing 
Ev'n thou canſt hope, is on the wing. 
| Shall Newton's ſyſtem be admir d, 
- When Time and Motion are cxpir'd ? 
| Shall fouls be curious to explore 
; WhoruPd an orb that is no more? 
* Or ſhall they quote the pictur d age, 
| From Pope's and thy corrective page, 
When Vice and Virtue loſe their name 
In deathlefs joy, or endleſs ſhame ? 
} * While wears away the grand machine, 
| The works of genius ſhall be ſeen. 
For Homer, Horace, Pope, or 'Thec ? 


120 To THE AUTHOR. 
Thro' life we chaſe, with fond purſuit, 
What mocks our hope, like Sodom's fruit: 
And, ſure, thy plan was well defign'd, 
To cure this madneſs af the mind; 
Firſt, beyond time our thoughts to raiſe; | 
Then lach our love of trankent praiſe. = 
In both, we own thy gdo@rine juſt ; 
And Fame's a breath, and men are duſt. 
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Ipſe Pater, media nimborum in note coruſca 
Fulmina molitur dextra; quo maxima motu 
Terra tremit, fugere ferae, et mortalia corda REY 
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HILE others ſing the fortune of the great; 
Vn, rod noms, and lhe pong of 
= ate; | 
With Britain's hero * ſet their ſouls on fire, 
And grow immortal as his deeds inſpire; 
I draw a deeper feene : a ſcene that yields 
A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields ; : 
The world alarm'd, both earth and heav'n o'erthrown, 
And gaſping Nature's laſt tremendous groan ; ' 
Death's ancient ſceptre broke, the teeming tomb, 
The righteous Judge, and Man's eternal doom. 
"Twiat joy and pain I view the bold 
And aſk my anxious heart, if it be mine. | 
Whatever great or dreadful has been done, 
Withia the fight of conſcious ſtars or ſun, 
Is far beneath my daring : 1 look down 
On all the fplendors of the Britiſh crown. 
; This globe is for my verſe a narrow bound; 
Attend me, all ye glorious worlds around ! 
Oh! all ye angels, howſoe'cr disjoin'd, 
Of ev'ry various order, place, and kind, 
Hear and aſſiſt a feeble mortal's lays, 
"Tis your Eternal King I ſtrive to praiſe. 
; ® The Duke of Marlborough. 
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But chiefly Thou, great Ruler ! Lord of all! 
Before whoſe throne archangels proſtrate fall ; 
If at thy nod, from Diſcord and from Night | 
Sprang Beauty, and yon ſparkling workls of light, 
Exalt even me; all inward tumults quell; | 
The clouds and darkneſs of my mind diſpel ; 

To my great ſubject thou my-breaſt inſpire, 

And raiſe my labouring foul with equal fire. 
Man, bear thy mo aloft; view ev'ry grace 

In God's great offspring, beauteous Nature's face: 
See Spring's gay bloom; ſee golden Autumn's ſtore; | 
See how Earth ſmiles, and hear old Ocean roar. A 
Te makes a tide, and wind-bound navies fail. - 
Here, foreſts riſe, the mountain's awful pride ; 
Here, rivers meaſure climes, and worlds divide: 
There, vallies fraught with gold's reſplendent ſeeds, 
Hold kings and kingdoms fortunes im their beds : 
View cities, armies, flcets ; of fleets the pride, 

Sec Europe's law, in Albion's channel ride. 

View the whole carth's vaſt landſcape unconſin d, 

Or view in Britain all her glories join'd. 

Then let the firmament thy wonder raiſe ; | 

"Twill raiſe thy wonder, but tranſcend thy praiſe. 
How far from caſt to weſt! the labouring eye 

Can ſcarce the diſtant azure bounds deſcry : 

Wide theatre! where tempeſts play at large, 

And God's right hand can all its wrath diſcharge. 
Call forth the ſeaſons, and the year controul : 
rer 

| 50 vall, this warkF's > greie; yet nopuiinks grace =— 
With golden pomp the throng'd ethereal ſpaceʒ 
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So bright, with ſuch a wealth of glory ſtor d, 
"Twere fin in Heathens not to have ador'd. 


How great, how firm, how ſacred all appears ! 
How worthy an immortal round of years ! 
Yet all muſt drop, as autumn's ficklieſt grain, 
And earth and firmament be fought in vain : 
The tract forgot where conſtellations ſhone, 
Or where the STUanTs filF'd an awful throne : 
Time ſhall be ſlain, all Nature be deſtroy d, 
Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 
Sooner, or later, in ſome future date, 
(A dreadful fecret in the book of Fate!) 
Or when ten thouſand harveſts more have roſe ; 
When ſcenes are chang'd on this revolving earth, 
While other Bourbons rule in other lands, 
And (if man's fin forbids not) other Annes: 


_ While the ſtill buſy world is treading o'er 


The paths they trod five thouſand years before, 


__ Thoughtlefſs as thoſe who zow life's mancs run, 


Of earth diſſulv d, or an extinguiſh'd ſun: 

(Ye ſublunary worlds, awake, awake! 
Yeeulers of the nations, hear and ſhake!) 
Thick clouds of darkneſs ſhall ariſe on day, 

In ſudden night all earth's dominions lay; 
Impetuous winds the featter'd foreſts rend, 
Eternal mountains like their cedars bend; 

The valleys yawn, the troubled ocean roar, 

And break the bondage of his wonted ſhore; 

A ſanguine ſtream the filver moon o erſpread, 
Darkneſs the circle of the fan invade; 

Ang the ſtrong echo bound from pole to pole. 
When lol a mighty trump, one half conceal'd 
In clouds, one half to mortal eye reveaPd, 
Ba 
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Shall pour a dreadful nate: the piercing call 
| © Shall rattle inthe centre of the ball; Þ 
1 Th extended circuit of creation ſhake, | 
Oh powerful blaſt ! to which no equal found 
Did e'er the frighted car of Nature wound, 
Theo' rival tlarions have been firain'd on high, 1 
Tho God's whole enginery diſcharg d, and all 
The rebe-angels bello d in their fall! ** 
Have angels ſinn d: — —— 
How ſhall a fon of earth decline the ſnare? 
Not folded arms, and flackneſs of the mind, 
Can promiſe for the ſafety of mankind. 
Nome are ſupinely good: thro care and pain, | 
And various arts, the ſteep aſcent we gain. 
This is the ſcene of combat, not of reſt, 
Man's is laborious happineſs at beſt; 
His joys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace. 
If then, obſequious to the will of Fate, 
And bending to the terms of human flate, 
When guilty joys invite us to their arms, 
When Beauty fmiles, or Grandeur fpreads her charms, 
The conſcious foul would this great ſcene diſplay, 
Call down th' immortal hoſts in dread array, 
And raiſe from filent graves the trembling dead; 
Such deep impreſſion would the picture make, 
No pow'r on carth her firm refolve could ſhake; 
Engag'd with angels, ſhe would greatly ſtand, 
And look regardleſs down on ſea and land: 
Not profer'd worlds her ardour could reſtrain, - 
And Death might ſhake his threat'ning lance in yaisz 
And danger ferve but to ſupply delight. 
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Wbence flow the terrors of that Dar I fing; 
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Inſtructed thus to ſhun the fatal ſpring 


More boldly we our labours may purſue, 

And all the dreadful image ſet to view. | | 
The ſparkling eye, the fleek and brea@, 

The burniſh'sd feale, eurl'd train, 1 eng 

All that is lovely in the nozious ſnake, 2 3 

© Provokes our fear, and bids us fly the brake : - a3 

The ing once drawn, his guiltleſs beauties rue 

In pleaſing luſtre, and detain our eyes; 8 


Ve view with joy .. 


ME ne mes, wa ˖ 
r 1 
Say, melancholy maid, if bold to dare 
The laſt extremes of herrer and deſpair, © | 
— — «AIRY 
This blackeſt moment fince the world began? _ 

Ah mournful turn l the bliſaful earth, who late 
At leiſure on hex azle-roll'd in ſtate; | 
While thouſand golden planets kaew no reſt, 
Still onward in their circling journey preſe'd; 

A grateful change of ſeaſons ſome to bring, 
And fweet viciſſitude of fall and ſpring : 
Some through vaſt oceans to conduct the keel, 
And fome thoſe wat ry worlds to fink, or ſwell: - 
Around ber ſome their ſplendors to difplay, 
And gild her globe with tributary day: 
This world fo great, of joy the bright abode, 
Heaven's darling child, and fav rite of her Gop, 
Now looks an exile from her Father's caze, 
Deliver d oer to darkneſs and deſpair. 
No dun in radiant glory ſhines on high; 
No light, but from the terrors of the ſky; 
FalFa are her mountains, her fam'd rivers loſt, 
_— Andall ite a ſecond chaos toſs d: 

B 3 
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Man, hangbey lord of all beneath the moon, 
How muſt he bend his ſoul's ambition down? 
Proſtrate the reptile own, and difavow 

His boaſted ſtature, and aſſuming brow ? 


Chin kindad wabohe cow; cnd-axcfe his frous, - 


Lond, why doſt thou forſake whom thou haſt made? 


Who can fuſtain thy anger ? who can ſtand 
Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand ? 


It flies the reach of thought : ob fave me, Pow'r | 


Of pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous hour! 


Thou, who beneath the frown of Fate haſt ſtood, +» 


And in thy dreadful agony ſwate blood; 
Thou, who for me thro' every throbbing vein 
Haſt felt the keeneſt edge of mortal pain; 


Whom Death led captive thro' the realms below, 


And taught thoſe hozrid myſteries of woe; 
Defend me, O my GoD! Oh fave me, Pow'r 
Of pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous hour! 
From eaſt to weſt they fly, from pole to line, 
Imploring ſhelter from the wrath divine; 
Beg flames to wrap, or whelming feas to ſweep, 
Or rocks to yawn compaſſionately deep: 
Seas caſt the monſter forth to meet his doom, 
And rocks but priſon up for wrath to come. 
So fares a traitor to an earthly crown : 


While Death fits threat'ning in his prince's frown, 
His heart's diſmay d; and now his fears command 


To change his native for a diſtant land: 
Swift orders fly, the king's feverc decree 
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| The port he ſeeks, obedient to her lord, 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted ſword. 
But why this idle toil to paint that Dar? 

This time elaborately thrown away? 

| Words all in vain pant after the diſtreſs; 

: 


The height of cloguene* would make it lefs : 
Heav'ns! how the good man trembles ——- 
And is there a LasT par ? and mult there come: 


pet; | A ſure, a fix'd, incxorable doom. 
|  * Ambition ſwell, and, thy proud fails to ſhow, 
le? | Take all the winds that vanity can blow: 


ade? Wealth, on a golden mountain blazing ſtand, 
Aud reach an India forth in either hand;  _ 

| Spread all thy purple cluſters, tempting Vine: 
r And thou, more dreaded foe, bright Beauty, ns. 
| + Shine all; in all your charms together riſe; 

d, * That all, in all your charms, I may deſpiſe, 

| While I mount upward on a ſtrong deſire, 

Borne, like Elijah, in a car of fire. 
In hopes of glory to be quite involv'd! 
« To mile at death! to long to be diſſols d? 

. | From our decays a pleaſure to receive! 

And kindle into tranſport at a grave! | 
What equal) this? and thall the victor now ip 
Boaſt the proud laurels on his loaded brow ? 
Religion! ob thou Cherub, beav'nly bright! 

Oh joys unmiz d, and fathomleſs delight! 
Thou, thou art all; nor find I in the whole 
Creation aught, but Gop and my own ſoul. 


For ever then, my ſoul, thy God adore, 

Nor let the brute creatiom praiſe him more. 

mn, Shall things inanimate my conduct blame, 
ad And fluſh my conſcious cheek with ſpreading ſhame ? 


They all for him purfue, or quit their end; 
The mounting flames their burning pow'r ſuſpend; 
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In ſolid heaps th' unfrozen billows ſtand, I 
To reſt and filence awd by his command: Fo 
' Nay, the dire monſters that infeſt the flood, _ ; 
By nature dreadful, and a thirſt for blood, 
And turn to mild protectors of mankind. ; 
In the deep chambers of. the gloomy main; 
When Darkneſs round him all her horrors fpread, 
And the loud ocean bellow'd ver his head | 
When now the thander roars, the light'ning fies, | 
And all-the warring —— rife; - i 
Diſcloſe the ſands beneath, and touch the ſky; 
When death draws near, the mariners aghaſt B: 
Look back with terror on their actions paſt; © Y 
Their courage fickens into deep difmay, | "I 
Their hearts thro” — — | 
Nor tears, nor pray'rs, the tempeſt can appeaſe; ; 
Now they devote their treaſure to the ſeas ; 
Unload their ſhatter'd barque, tho' richly fraught, - 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply bought 
Wich gems and gold; but oh, the ſtorm fo high ! 
Nor gems nor gold the hopes of life can buy. 
The trembling propher then, themſeives to fave,.. 
They headlong plunge into the briny wave; 
Down he deſcends, and booming oer his head 
The. billows cloſe ; he's number'd with the dead. 
„Z 
eee 
Lo! the great Ruler of the 
— — 8 — 
And bids tempeſtuous nature ſilent ſtand; 
Commands the peaceful waters to give place, 
Or kindly fold him in a foft embrace: 


— 
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' He bridles in the monſters of the deep, 


The whale expands his jaws enormous fize : 
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The bridled monſters awful diſtance keep ; 
Forget their hunger, while they view their prey, 


And guiltleſs gaze, and round the ſtranger play. 


But fill ariſe new wonders; nature's Lord 
And calls the great Leviathan : the great 
Leviathan attends in all his ſtate ; | 
Exults for joy, and with a mighty bound 


And drives vaſt billows to the diſtant land. 


As yawns an earthquake, when impriſon'd * 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare, 


The prophet views the cavern with ſurprize ; 
Meaſures his monſtrous teeth afar deſcry'd, 
And rolls his wond ring eyes from fide to fide : 
Then takes poſſeſſion of this ſpacious ſeat, 

Now is he pleas'd the northern blaſt to hear, 
And hangs on liquid mountains void of fear; 

Or falls immers d into the deeps below, 

Where the dead filent waters never flow ; 

To the foundations of the hills convey's, 
Dwells in the ſhelving mountain's dreadiul ſhade 
Wheze plummet never reach'd, he draws his breath, 


And glides ferenely thro' the paths of death. 


Two wond'rous days and nights thro' coral groves, 
Thro' labyriaths of rocks and fands he roves: 
When the third morning with its level rays 

It ſees the king of waters riſe, and pour 2 
His facred gueſt uninjur d on the ſhore: 

A type of that great bleſſng which the Muſe 


In her next labour ardently purſues. 
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1 thas.the depgried wilt riſe again from . 


After which, ike th . hey will be immortal 


Where he has flept for ages, lifts his head; 
Shakes off the ſlumber of ten thouſand years, 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 

In wide Eternity I dare be loſt. 

The muſe is wont in narrow bounds to ſing, 

To teach the fwain, or celebrate the king: 

IIa my voice, and fing to human kind : 

Again the trumpet's intermitted found | 

An uni verfal concourſe to I 
Of all that ever breath'd the vital air; | f 
In ſome wide field, which active whirlwinds fweep, . 
Drive cities, foreſts, mountains to the deep, 
And ſpread an area for alt buman race | 


. 
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| Now monuments prove faithful to their truſt, 
| And render back their long committed duſt. 
Nor chargels rattle; featter'd limbs; and all 
Selm d advance; the neck perhaps to meet 
' The diſtant head, the diſtant legs the feet. .. 
| Dreadful to view, fee through-the duſky fry 
Fragments of bodies in contuſion fly, 
To diſtant regions journeying, there to claim 
When the worid bow'd to Rome's almighty ford, 
YL... | Rome bow d to Pompey; and conſfeſs'd her lord. | 
His blood a traitor's ſacrifice was made, 
| And fmoak'd indignant on a ruffian's blade. 
* No trumpet's ſound, no gaſping army's yell, 
Obſcure his fall! all welt'ring in his gore, 
His trunk was caſt to periſh. on the ſhore! 
While Julius frown'd the bloody monſter dead, 
Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 
This ſever'd head and trunk ſhalt join once more, 
Tho realms now riſe between, and oceans roar. 
ba 06pm > 2 
Or nd in earth, or if afloat in air; 
nine: Odey the fignal waſted in the wind, 
So ſwarming bees, that on a ſummer's day F 
| In airy rings and wild mcanders play, 
cep,, Aud gently circling on a bough deſcend. | 
; The body thus renew'd, the conſcious foul, 
K —— — — 
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Or rather coaſted on her final ſtate, — 1 
And fed, or with' for her appointed e: 
This ſoul returning with a conſtant flame, 71 

— era—r 1 — 
Firſt takes a copy of the builder's mind, 1 
Turns the firong arch, and bids the columns tiſe, 


And bear the lofty palace to the ſkies; ' 
The wrongs of time enabled to furpaſs, 

That ancient, facred, and illuſtrious * dome, 
Where foon or late fair Albion's heroes come, { 
From camps, and courts, tho” great, or wiſe, or juſt, | 
To feed the worm, and moulder into daz 
That folemn manſion of the royal dead, | 
| Where paſſing flaves o'cr fleeping monarchs tread, | | 
Now populous o'crflows : a numerous race "1 
Of riſing kings fills all th' cxtended fpace : | 
A. life well ſpent, not the victorious ſword, | 
Awazds the crown, and ſtiles the greater lord. 

Nor monuments-alone, and burial earth, 
Labours with man to this his ſecund birth; 

But where gay palaces in pomp ariſe, 
Nations ſhall wake, whoſe unreſpected bones | | 
Support the pride of their luxurious ſons. 

The moſt magnificent and coſtly dome, 

Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 

No ſpot on earth but has ſupply d a grave, 


* Weſtminſter-Abbey, __— 
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Als full of man, and at this dreadful turn, 
Not all at once, not in fike manner riſe : 
Shrink backward from the terror of the light, 
Others, whoſe long-attempred virtue ſtood 

Fir d as a rock, and broke the ruſhing flood, * 
Whoſe; firm refolve, nor beauty could melt down, 
Nor raging tyrants from their poſture frown; 
Such in this day of horrors ſhall be ſeen 

To face the thunder with a godlike mien; 

The planets drop, their thoughts are fla d above; 
The centre ſhakes, their hearts diſdain to move: 
An earth diſſolving, and a heav'n thrown wide, 
A yawning gulph, and fiends on every fide, 
Serene they view, impatient of delay, 

And bleſs the dawn of everlaſting day. 

Here, Greatneſs proſtrate falls; there, Strength 


Chriſtians, amd Jews, and Turks, and Pagans ſtand, 


A blended throng, one undiſtinguiſh d band. 
Some who perhaps by mutual wounds expir'd, 
With zcal for their diſtinct perſuaſions fir'd, 
In mutual friendihip their long flumber break, 
And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake. 
But none are fluſh'd with brighter joy, or warm 
Wich juſter confidence enjoy the ſtorm, 

Than thoſe whoſe pious bountics unconfin'd 
Have made them public fathers of mankind. 

In that illuſtrious rank, what ſhining light 

With bach difinguith's glory fills my cht? 
Bend down, my grateful Muſe ; that homage ſhew, 
Which to ſuch worthies thou art proud to owe. 
Vor. III. N C 
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Wickham ! Fox! Chichley ! hail, illuſtrious * names, 
Who to far-diſtant times diſpenſe your beams; - 
Beneath your ſhades, and near your chryſtal ſprings, 
I firſt preſum'd to touch the trembling ſtriugs: 4 
All hail, thrice-honour d! twas your great renown 
To bleſs a people, and oblige a crown : 
And now you rite eternally to ſhine, 
Eternally to drink the rays divine. 

Indulgent God! oh how ſhall mortal raiſe 
His foul is due citumse of —— 
or bounty ſo profuſe to human-kind, | 
Thy wond'rous gift of an eternal mind? | 
Sball I, who ſome few years ago was leis b 
Than worm, or mite, or ſhadow can expreſs, — 4 
Was nothing; ſhall I live, when every fire, 
And ev'ry ſtar ſhall languiſhi or expire? | 
When earth's no more, thall I ſurvive above, | 
Ard through the radiant files of angels move? } 
Or, as before the throne of Gop I ſtand, | 
See new worlds rolling from his ſpacious hand, 
Where our adventures thall perhaps be taught, 
As we now tell how MicHAEtz ſung or fought ? 
All that has being in full concert join, | 
And celebrate the depths of love divine 

But oh! before this bliſsful ſtate, before 
Th' afpiring ſoul this wond'rous height can ſoar, 
The Judge, deſcending, thunders from afar, 
And all mankind is ſummon'd to the bar. 
This mighty ſcene I next preſume to draw: | 
Attend, great Ax x A, with religious awe. ] 
Expect not here the known ſucceſsful arts | 
To win attention, and command our hearts : 
Fiction be far away; let no machine 
Deſcending here, no fabled god be ſeen: 

®* Founders of N-. Colle ae, Corpus Chriſti, and All- Sou 
in Oxford, of all which the Author Fas a member. 
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Behold the Goh of gods indeed deſcend, 
And worlds unnumber d his approach attend. 

Lo! the wide theatre, whoſe ample ſpace 

Muſt entertain the whole of human race, 

At Heaven's all-powerful edict is prepar'd, 

And fenc'd around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds o'erflow 
The mighty pln in, and deluge all below : 

And every aye and nation pours along; 

Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng: 

Adam ſalutes his youngeſt fon ; no ſigu 

Of all thoſe ages, which their births disjoia. 

But as it, mends the life, and guides the heart! 
What volumes have been fwell'd, what. time been 
To fix a hero's birgh-day or deſcent ? [ſpeat,. 
What joy muſt it now yield, what raptures raiſe, | 
To ſee the glorious race of ancient days ? 

To greet thoſe worthies, who perhaps have ſtood. 
Jluftrious on record before the flbed ?- 

Alas: a nearer care your foul demands, 

Cæſar un- noted in your preſence ſtands. 

How valt the concourſe ! not in number more- 
The waves that break on the reſounding ſhore, 
Tv: leaves that tremble in the thady grove, 

The lamps that gild the ſpangled vaults above. 
Thoſe overwhelming armies, whoſe command 

Said to one empire, Fall; another, Stand : 

Whote rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking dawn 
Rous d the broad front, and call'd the battle on: 
Great XER x xs” world in arms, proud Canuz's field, 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yield; 
(Another blow had broke the fate's decree, | 
And carth had wanted her fourth monarchy.) 
Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramilia's hoſt, 


| They all axe here, and here they all are loſt : 
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Their millions fwell to be diſtern d in vain, © 
Loſt as a billow in th* unbounded main. : 
This echoing voice now rends the yielding air, 

For judgment, judgment, ſons of men prepare 
Earth ſhakes anew, I hear her groans profound, | 
And hell thro” all her trembling realms teſound. 
8 Fond, 


Bleſt with moſt equal plancts at thy hirth ; 
Whoſe valour drew the moſt fucceſsful fword, 


Moſt realms united in one common lord; 

Who on the day of triumph faidft, Be thine 

The fkies, Jen ovan, all this world is mine; 

Dare nat to lift thine my muſe, | 

How art thou loſt! what numbers canſt thou chuſe ? 
A ſudden bluſh inflames the waving ſky, | 

Aud now the crimfon curtains open fly ; 

Lo, far within, and far above all height, b 

Where Heav'a's great Sov'reign reigns in worlds of + 


Shot from his eye, does all her works furvey, 
Creates, ſupports, confounds! where Time and Place, 
Matter and Form, and Fortune, Life and Grace, 
Wait humbly at the footſtool of their God, 

And move obedient at his awful nod; 

Whence he beholds us, vagrant emmets, crawl 
(Speck of creation) ; if he pour one breath, 

The bubble breaks, and tis eternal death. f 
Thence itfuing I behold (but mortal fight. N 
Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing fea of light !) | 
I ſee, on an empyreal flying throne 

Sublimely rais'd, Heav'n's everlaſting Sox; 
Crown d with that majeſty which form'd the wal. - | 
And the grand rebel flaming downward hurt d. 
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_ Virtue, Dominion, Praiſe, Omnipotcnce, 

| ap; he wake ef dale — 
— A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 
T* Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light. 
cht ſhades the ſolemn arches of his brows, 


S'3 


. | l 
1 / And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
_— Where er ſerene he turns propitious eyes, . 

dr we expect, or find a paradiſe: 


But if reſentment reddens their mild beams, 

The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 

On one the fword of Juſtice fiercely bright. 
No bend the knee in ſport, preſent the reed, 
miſe? Now tell the ſeourg'd impoſtor he ſhall bleed! 

| Thus glorious thro” the courts of heav n, the ſource- 

Of life and death eternal bends bis courſe; 
ds of T angelic hoſt is rang'd in bright array: 

Some touch the ſtring, ſome ſtrike the ſounding ſhell, . 
Place, Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 
ce, Triumphant King of glory ! foul of bliſs! 

What a ſtupendous turn of fate is this:? | 

Oh! whither art thou rais'd above the ſcorn 
1 And indigence of him in Bethlem born, 
A necdy, helpleſs, unacedounted gueſt, 
And but a ſecond to the fother d beaſt? 
Hew chang'd from him, who meckly proſtrate laid, 
Vouchſaf d to wath the feet himſelf had made ? 
From him who was betray d, forſook, deny d, 
Wept, languiſh d, pray d, bled, thirſted, groan'd and 
| — — — ag dy d; 
orn., All heav'n in tears above, earth unconcern d below: - 
L And was t enough to bid the ſun retire ? 

Wr duns nature at thy groan cxpize ? 
C3. 
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I ſce, I hear, I feel the pangs divine, ol 

The wen d ranih's-———1 am wholly thine. | 

Miſtaken Caiaphus! ab! which blaſpbem'd, 

Thou or thy pris her? which ſhall be condemn d? 

Well might'{t thou rend thy garments, well exclaim; 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame! [ 
But Gon is good! tis wondrous all! ev'n he | 

Thou gav'ſt to death, ſhame, torture, dy d for thee. 

| Now the deſcending triumphs ſtops its flight 

From earth full twice a planetary height ; : 

There all the clouds, condens'd, two columns raiſe, 

Diſtinct with orient veins and golden blaze. 
One fix'd on earth, and one on ſea, and round 

Theſe an unmeaſurable arch ſupport, 

The grand tribunal of this awful court. 

Sheets of bright azure, from the pureſt ſky, i 

Stream froen the cryſtal axch, and round the ele. 

Death wrapt in chains low at the baſis lyes, fly. 

And on the point of his own arrow dies. 

Here high enthron'd th' eternal Judge is plac'd, 

Witch all the grandeur of his Godhead grac d; 
Stars on his robes in beauteous order meet, 

And the fun burns beneath his awful feet. 

From off his filver ſtaff of wondrous height, 

Unſurls the Chriſtian flag, which waving flies, 

And ſhuts and opens more than half the ikics : 
The croſs f@ ſtrong a red, it ſheds a ſtain, 
Where'er it floats, on carth, and air, and main; | 
Fluthes the hill, and fets on fire the wood, | 
And turns the dcep-dy'd ocean into blood. | 
Oh formidable glory! dreadful bright! | 
Refulgeat torture to the guilty fight! 

Ah turn, unwary muſe, nor dare reveal 

What horrid thoughts with the polluted Ewell. 
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Say not, (to make the fun ſhrink in his beam), 


Dare not affirm, they with it all a dream; 


Wiſh, or their fouls may with their limbs decay, 
or God be ſpoil d of his eternal ſway. 

But rather, if thou know ſt the means, nnfold + 
How they with tranſport might the feene behold. 
Ah how ! but by repeatance, by a mind 
Quick and ſevere its own offence to find ? 

By tears, and groans, and never-ccafing care, 
And all the pious violence of pray'r? 

Thus then, with fervency till now unknown, 
Lcaſt my heart before th' eternal throne, 

For homage to its Lord a narrow bound. 
O thou! whoſe balance does the mountains 
« Whoſe will the wild tumultuous ſeas obey, 
« Whoſe breath can turn thoſe wat'ry worlds to flame, 
« That flame to tempeſt, and that tempeſt rame ; 
« Earth's meaneſt ſon, all trembling, proſtrate falls, 
And on the boundleſs of thy goodneſs calls. 

« Ah! give the winds ali paſt offence to fweep, 
© To ſcatter wide, or bury in the deep: 

Thy pow'r, my weakneſs, may I ever ice, 

And wholly dedicate my foul to thee. 

Reign o'er my will; my paiſions ebb and flow 
At thy command, nor human motive know! 

* If anger boil, let anger be my praiſe, | 
And fin, the graceful indignation raiſe. 

My love be warm to ſuccour the diſtrefs'd, 


And lift the burden from the ſoul oppreſs d. 


* Oh may my underſtanding ever read 
© This glorious volume, which thy wiſdom made 


Who decks the maiden ſpring with flow'ry pride? 
Who calls forth ſummer like a ſparkling bride ? 
* Who joys the mother autumn's bed to crown ? - 
* And bids old winter lay her honours down ? 
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© Not the great Ottoman, cr greater Czar, 

Not Europe's arbitreſs of peace and war: 4 

May ſea and land, and earth and heav'n be join'd, | 

To bring th' eternal Author to my mind! 

„When oceans roar; or awful thunders roll, | 
2 of thy dread vengeance ſhake my | 


« When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly ſhine, 
_ « Adore, my heart, the Majeſty divine. 

«© Thro' every ſcene of life, or peace, or war, 
* , or want, thy glory be my care 
EOS; ̃ vis ? 
_ + Thine is the vintage, and the conqueſt thine : 

Thy pleaſure. points the thaft, and bends the bow; 

<.The cluſter blaſts, or bids it brightly glow ; 
is thou that lead'it our powerful armies forth, 
« And gives great Anne thy ſceptre o'er the north... © 

« Grant I may ever, at the morning ray, | 
Open with pray'r the conſecrated day; 
Tune thy great praiſe, and bid my ſoul ariſe, 
« And, with the mounting ſun, aſcend the ſkies ;- 
« As that advances, let my zeal improve, | 
And glow with ardor of conſummate love; 
Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the ſetting ſun 
« Ny endleſs worſhip ſhall be ſtill begun. 

„And oh! permit the gloom of ſolemn night 
« To facred thought may forcibly invite, 
« When this world's ſhut, and awful planets riſe,  * 
Call ow our minds, and raiſe them to the ſkies; 
«© Compoſe our fouls with a lefs dazzling fight, | 
« And thew all nature in a milder light; | 
% How every boiſt rous thuught in calm ſubſicdes 
«. How the ſmooth ſpirit into goodneſs glides ! | 
« © how divine! to tread the milky way, | 
Jo the bright palace of the Lonp of day; 


n THE LAST DAY. 22 


His court admire, or for his favour ſuc, 

2 Or leagues of friendſhip with his faints renew; 
ind, «© Pleas'd to look down, and fee the world aſleep, 
pie I long vigils to its Founder keep. 

| — Gs ate? Center, 
my. ö « Subdue by force the rebel in my foul: 
* Thou who canſt ſtill the raging of the flood, 
ine, «© Reſtrain the various tumults of my blood ; 
=: I When ny eg 
Alluring pleaſure and aſſaulting pain. 
| —— — Aint 
ö And with ſtrong faith foment the holy fire ! 
: e « Stretch out my ſoul in hope, and graſp the prize, 
o:; ?; ͥc[ Which in eternity's deep boſom lyes! _ 
At the great day of recompence behold, 
th, © Devoid of fear, the fatal book unfold ! 
th... * © Then, wafted upward to the bliſsful feat, 
« From age to age my grateful ſong repeat; . 
My Light, my Life, my Gon, my Saviour ſee, 
| And rival angels in the praiſe of thee.” 
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Ef: quoque in fatis reminiſcitur affore tempus, 

Quo mare, quo tellus, correptaque regia coclh 

Ardeat, et mundi moles operoſa laboret. 

HE book unfolding, the reſplendent feat 
Of guilty fouls, the gloomy realms of woe, 
And all the horrors of the world below, 
I next preſume to fing : what yet remains 
Demands my laft, but moſt exalted ſtrains. 
And let the muſe or now affect the ſky, 
Or in inglorious ſhades for ever ly. 
She kindles, ſhe's inflam'd ſo near the goal; 
She mounts, ſhe gains upon the ſtarry pole; 
And the fun darkens to her diſtant fight. 
Heav'n, opening all its ſacred pomp, diſplays, 
And overwhelms her with the ruſhing blaze! 
The triumph rings! archangels ſhout around! 
And cchoing nature lengtheus out the ſound! 

Ten thouſand trumpets now at once advance; 

No deepeſt ſilence lulls the vaſt expanſe; 
So deep the ſilence, and fo ſtrong the blaſt, 
As nature dy d, when ſhe bad groan'd her laſt. 
Nor man nor angel moves ; the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the ſky : 


MY OSS. 
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Then on the fatal book his hand he lays, | 
Which high to view ſupporting feraphs raiſe : 
In ſolemn form the rituals are prepar'd, 
The ſeal is broken, and a groan is heard. 
And thou, my foul, (oh fall to fudden pray'r, | 
And let the thought fink deep!) ſhalt thou be 
there ? 
See on the left, (for by the great command 
The throng divided falls on either hand) ; 
What more than death in every face and mien! 
With what diſtreſs, and glariags of aflright, 
They ſhock the heart, and turn away the fight! 
And tell the horrid ſecrets of the foul. 
Each geſture mourns, each look is black with care, 
And ev'ry groan is laden with deſpair. | 
Reader, if guilty, ſpare the muſe, and find 
A truer image pictur'd in thy mind. 
Shouldſt thou behold thy brother, father, wife, 
And all the foft companions of thy life, 
Whoſe blended int'reſts levell'd at one aim, 
Whoſe mix'd deſires feat up one common flame, 
Divided far; thy wretched ſelf alone 
Caſt on the leſt, of all whom thou haſt known; 
How would it wound ? what millions would'ſt thou 
| give 
For one more trial, one day more to live ? 
Flung back in time an hour, a moment's ſpace, 
To graſp with eagerneſs the means of grace; 
Contend for mercy with a pious rage, 
And in that moment to redeem an age? 
Drive back the tide, ſuſpend a ſtorm in air, 
: Arreſt the ſun ; but ttill of this deſpair. 
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———— 
What purple bloom my raviſ ' d foul admires, 
And their eyes ſparkling with immortal fires! 
Triumphant beauty! charms that riſe above 
This world, and in bleſt angels kindle love ! 
To the Great Judge with holy pride they turn, 
And daze behold th Almighty's anger burn; 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 

Are theſe the forms that moulder'd in the duſt? 
On the tranſcendant glory of the juſt! 

Yet full ſome thin remains of fear and doubt 
Th' infected brightneſs of their joy pollute. 


Thos the chaſte bridegroom, when the prid. 


| draws nigh, 
Beholds his bleſſing with a trembling eye 3 
Feels doubtful Pa theod is every vein; | 
And in his checks are mingled joy and pain ; 
Leap forth at once, and ſnatch the golden prize, 
Inflame his woe, by bringing it ſo late, 
And ſtab him in the crifis of his fate. 

Since Adam's family from firſt to laſt, 
Now into one diſtinct ſurvey is caſt, 


Look round, vain-glorious mute, and you whoe'et 


Devote yourſelves to fame, and think her fair, 
Look round, and ſeek the lights of human race, 


Whole ſhining sets Time's brighteſt annals grace} | 


Who founded fects, crowns conquer'd, or relign'd, 
Gave names to nations, or fam'd empires join'd; 
Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mountain low, 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow; 
Who with vaſt fleets, as with a mighty chain, 
Could bind the madneſs of the roaring main; 
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Southern or caſtern ſceptre downward burF'd, 


| Brighter than brightneſs, this diſtinguiſh's day: 


| Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell ; 


Alot! all undiſtinguiſh'd ! no where found ! 

How will this truth in Bourbon's palace found ? 
That hour, on which th* Almighty King on high 
From all eternity has fir'd his eye, | 
Whether his right hand favour'd, or annoy'd, 
Continu d, alter d, threaten'd, or deſtroy d, 


Gave North or Weſt dominion o er the world; 
For which the blood of Gop himſelf was ſpilt, 
That dreadful moment is arriv'd. 

| Aloft the ſeats of bliſs their pomp diſplay, 


Leſs glorious, when of old th' eternal Son | 
From realms of night return'd with trophies won; 1 
Through heav'n's high gates when he triumphant — * 
And ſhouting angels hail'd the victor Goos. 
Horrors beneath, darkneſs in darkneſs, hell 


A furnace formidable, deep and wide, 
Oerboiling with a mad fulphureous tide, 
Expands its jaws, moſt dreaufui to ſurvey, 
And roars dutrageous for the deſtin'd prey. 
The fons of light fearce unappal'd look down, 
Ang nearer preſs heav'n's everlaſting throne. 

Such is the ſcene, and one ſhort moment's ſpace 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. 
Proceed who dares I tremble as I write; 
The whole creation ſwims before my fight; 
1 fee, I fee the Judge's frowning brow; | 
Say not tis diſtant, I behold it now; 
I faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, 
os a 
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In theſe, or words like theſe, ſhall be expreſt. 

* Who burſt the barriers of my peaceful grave? 
Ab, cruel death, that wou'd no longer fave, -—- 
< But grudg d me cv'n that narrow dark abode, n 
Aud caſt me out into the wrath of God; _ 
r 

chain, 

% And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, 
Our only ſong; black Fire's malignant light, 
*The fole refreſhment of the blaſted fight. 
| < Muſt all thoſe pow'rs Heav'n gave me to ſupply | 
< My foul with pleaſure, and bring in my joy, 

< Riſe up in arms agaialt me, join the foe, 

<< Senſe, Reaſon, Memory, increaſe my woe? 
* And ſhall my voice, ordaia'd on hymns to dwell, | 
* Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hen? 
And with exiſtence only meaſure pain! | 
„What! np reprieve, no leaſt indulgence giv'n, 
„No beam of hope from any point of heav'n! 
„Ah! mercy! mercy! art thou dead above: 

* Is love extinguiſh d in the ſource of love ? 

<«< guld that I am, did hcav'n ſtoop down to hell? 
Th expiring Lord of life my ranſom ſeal? | 
Have I not been induſtrious to provoke ; 
From his embraces obſtinately broke; 

« Purfu'd and panted for his mortal hate; 

d my deſtruction, labour'd out my fate? 

And dare I on cxtinguiſh'd love -exclaim ? 

* Take, take full vengeance, rouze the flack'ving 
flame ; 

« Juſt is my lot—But, oh! muſt it tranſcend 
«« The reach of time, deſpair a diſtant end? 
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_ « With dreadful growth ſhoot forward, and ariſe 
« Where thought can't follow, and bold fancy dies! 
_ « Never? where falls the foul at that dend 
- Found? 
Don an abyſs how dark, and how profound! 
„Don, down (I ſtill am falling, horrid pain!) 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms ſtill remain; 
„My plunge but ſtill begun—And this for fin ? 
* Could I offend, i I had never been, 
« But fill increas's the ſenſeleſs happy maſs, 
_ « Flow'd in the en, or flouriſh's in the graſs ? 
« Father of mercies ! why from filene earth 
Did ſt thou awake, and curſe-me into birth? 
« Tear me from quiet, ravidh me from night, 
« And make a thanklefſs preſent of thy light ? 
puls into being a reverſe of thee, * 
* And animate a clod with miſery ? 
« The beaſts arc happy, they come forth and keep. 
| _ © Short watch on carth, and then ly down to fleep. 
w = Pain is for man; and ok, how vaſt a pain 
7 3 *Fer Gimes rer 
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. _ | *©* AnnuF@ his groans, as far as in them hay, 
> hell? + And flung his agonies and death away? 
| * As our dice puniſhment for ever ſtrong, 
* Our conſtitution too for ever young, 
end with returns of vigour fill the fame, 
3 + Powerful to bear, and fatisfy the flame; 
* * Still to be caught, and ftill to be purſu d! 
a; * To periſh ſtill, and ftill to be renew'd ? 
ning _ And this, my help! my God! at thy decree? 
Mature is chang'd, and hell ſhould ſuerour me. 
© And canſt thou then look down from perſect blifs, 
* And ſee me plunging in the dark abyfs, 
D 3 
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* Calling'thee fande in a fea of fire, 
* Or pouring blaſphemics at thy defire ! 
« With mortals anguiſh wilt thou raiſe thy name, 
And by my pangs Omnipotence proclaim ? 
+ Thou who canſt toſs the planets to and fro, 
Contract not thy great vengeance to my woe: 
* Cruſh: worlds; in hotter flames falln angels lay; 
On me Almighty wrath is caſt away. 
« Call back thy thunders, LonD, hold in thy rage, - 
Nor with a ſpeck of wretchedneſs engage: | 
Forget me quite, nor ſloop a worm to blame, q 
«« But loſe me in the greatneſs of thy name. | 
Thou art all love, all mercy, all divine, 
* And ſhall I make thoſe glories ceaſe to ſhine? | 
Shall Gnful man grow great by his offence, 
And from its courſe turn back Omyipotence ? 
© Forbid it! and oh! grant, great God, at leaſt | 
% This one, this lender, almoſt no-requeſt ; 
„When I have wept a thouſand lives away, 
„When torment is grown weary of its prey, 
« When I have d ten thouſand years in fire, 
Ten thouſand thouſands, let me then expire.” 
Deep anguiſh ! but too late ; the hopeleſs foul, {}- 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool, 
He's juſtly doom'd to pour eternal groans; 
Enclos's with horrors, and transfiz'd with pain, 
Rolling in vengeance, ſtruggling with his chain : 
To talk to fiery tempeſts, to implore- 3 
The raging flame to give its burniogs o er, 
ro toſa, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, 
And bear the weight of an offended Gon. ' 
The favour'd of their Judge in triumph move 
To take poſſeſſion of their thrones above; 
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long-extinguiſh 

* Aud with new lights dilate the heav'nly blaze; 
Io crop the roſes of immortal youth, 

4 | 25d Sink the fountain-head of facred truth; 

ays Io fwim in ſeas of bliſs, to ſlrike the ſtring, 

Aud lift the voice to their Almighty KI VG; 
age, To loſe eternity in grateful lays, 
2 *** — 

| But I attempt the wondrous height in vain, 

| Aud leave unfiniſh'd the too loſty ſtrain: . 

What boldly I begin, let others endz _ 

My ſtrength exhauſted, fainting I deſcend, 

And.chuſe a lefs, but no ignoble theme, 

Diffolving elements, and worlds in flame. 

Aud Nature ſhrinks at her approaching doom; 

Loud peals of thunder give the fign, and all 

 Hegv'n's terrors in array ſurround the ball; | 

Aud darted downwards ſet the world on fire; 

Hack rifing clouds the thicken'd zther choke, 
And ſpiry flames ſhoot thro' the rolling ſmoke, 
With kcen vibrations cut the fullen night, 

| - And ine the darken'd y with dreadful light; 
From heav'n's four regions, with immortal force, 

= Angels drive on the wiads impetuous courſe, 

| T' enrage the flame; it ſpreads, it ſgars on high, 

— the Brom, and — (EN Bey. 
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There, undermin'd, down ruſh eternal hills, 
The neighb'ring vales the vaſt deſtruction fills. 


Hear/ſt thou that dreadful crack, that found which 


broke 
Like peals of thunder, and the centre ſhook ? 
What wonders muſt that groan of Nature tell! 


Olympus there, and mightier Atlas fell, 
Which ſeem' d above the reach of Fate to ſtand, 


A tow'ring monument of God's right hand; 
Now duſt and finoke, whoſe brow fo lately ſpread, 
O'er ſhelter'd countries its diffufive ſhade. 
Shew me that celebrated ſpot, where all 
The various rulers of the ſever'd ball 


Have humbly fought wealth, honour, and redreſs, 
That land which Heav'n ſeem'd diligent to bleſs, 


Once call'd BxrranNia; can her glories end! 


And can't ſurrounding ſeas her realms defend: 
Alas, in flames behold ſurrounding feas! 


Some angel ſay, where ran proud Afia's bound, 


Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown's ? 


Where ftretch'd waſte Lybia ? where did India's ſtore 


Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore: 


And all didolv'd, one ficry deluge flow: 
Thus cartN's coatending monarchics are join d, 
And a full period of ambition ud. 
And now whate'er or ſwims, or walks, or flics, 
Inhabitants e fa, or earth, or ſkies ; 
All on whom Adam's wiſdom fix'd a name, 
All plunge and periſh in the conqu'ring flame. 
This globe alone would but defraud the fire, 
Starve its devouring rage: the flakes aſpire, 


And catch the clouds, and make the heavens their 
The ſun, the moon, the ſtars, all melt away, fprey; 
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All, all is loſt; no monument, no ſign, 
| Where ence fo proudly blaz'd the gay machine. 
hich  $ bubbles on the foaming ſtream expire, 
$9 Þ $0 ſparks that ſeatter from the kindling fire; 

| | The devaſtations of one dreadful hour, | 
The great Creator's fix days work devour. 

| — ey cate? par cas that 
3 Has more to boaſt, and far ourveighs the whole; 

Exalted in ſuperior excellence, 

I dams nnd, 

An earth diffolving, a deſcending God? 
| What ſtrange ſurpriſes through all nature ran? 
eſs, For whom theſe revolutions, but for man? 
ſo, 
ö 


For him Orgnipatence new meaſures takes; 

For him through all eternity awakes; 

Pours on him gifts ſufficient to ſupply 

| Heav'n's loſs, and with freſh glories fill the ſky. 

Think deeply then, O man, how great thou art, 

nd, Pay thyſclf homage with a trembling heart; 

a What angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 

ſtore lighting thytelf, affront not Gop's reſpect: 


— . omg. 


ſtore 

Enter the ſacred temple of thy breaſt, 
, And gaze, and wander there a raviſh'd gueſt: 
| Gaze on thoſe hidden treaſures thou ſhait find, 
* Wander thro' all the glorics of thy mind. 

Of perfect knowledge, fee the dawning light 
5, Foretells a ncon moſt exquihtely bright! 
Here ſprings of endleſs joy are breaking forth! 
There buds the promiſe of celeſtial worth! 
Worth which muſt ripen in a happier clime * 
| And brighter fun, beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou, Minor, cau'ſt not gueſs thy vaſt eſtate, 
What lures on foreign coals thy landing wait. 


That ſervice done, its beams han fade away, | 
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VANQUISH'D LOVE. 
BOOK FIRST. 


3 
Lumina; nam teneras arcebaut vincula palmas. Firg. 


For lofty themes, from thoughts that ſoar'd | 
high, 


End open'd woud'rous ſcenes above the ſy, 
My muſe deſcend : indulge my fond defire, 
And fmoothe my numbers to a female's praiſe : 
A partial world will liſten to my lays, 

While An x4 reigns, and fets a female name 
Udrival'd in the glorious liſts of fame. 

Hear, ye fair daughters of this happy land, 
Whoſe radiant eyes the vanquiſh'd world command, 
Vine is beaviy + 1 but when charms of mind 
With elegance of outward form are join d; 

right, 


And Fortune ſets them in the ſtrongeſt light ; 


'Tis alt of Heav'n that we below may view, 
And all, but adoration, is your due. 
Fam'd female virtue did this ifle adorn, 
now Maria's pow'rful arms prevail'd, 
Aud haughty Dudley's bold ambition fair d, 
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The beauteous daughter of great Suffolk's race, 

In blooming youth adorn'd with ev'ry grace, 

Who gain'd a crown by treaſon not her own, 

And innocently fill'd another's throne; 

HurPd from the ſummit of imperial ſtate, 

With equal mind fuſtain'd the ſtroke of Fate. 
3 

With manly reaſon fortify his heart?! 

At once the longs, and is afraid to know: 

— — whats fo, 

To find her lord; and finding, paſſes by, 

Silent with fear, nor dares ſhe mect his eye: 

Leſt that unaſk'd, in ſpeechleſs grief, diſcloſe 

The mournful fecret of his inward woes. | 
Thus after fickneſs, doubtful of her face, 

The melancholy virgin ſhuns the glaſs. 
7 

And ſorrow ſoften'd by her heav'nly mien, 8 

She claſps her lord, brave, beautiful, and young; 

While tender accents melt upon her tongue; 
Gentle, and ſweet, as vernal zephyr blows, 
Fanning the lily, or the blooming roſe, 

_ ©. Grieve not, my Lord; a crown indeed is loſt; 
What far outfhines a crown, we ſtill may boaſt; 

A mind compos'd; a mind that can diſdain * 

A fruitleſs ſorrow for a loſs ſo vain. | 

Nothing is loſs that Virtue can improve 

To wealth eternal, and return above; 

«© Above, where no diſtinction ſhall be known 

« ”"Twizt him whom ſtorms have ſhaken froma throne, 

„And him who, baſking in the files of Fate, 

fShone forth in all the ſplendor of the great: 

© Nor can I find the diff rence here below; 

« I lately was a queen, I ſtill am fo, 

«© While Guilford's wife : thee rather I obey, 

Than o'er mankind extend imperial fway. 
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e, a When we ly down in ſome obſcure retreat, | 
„ Incens'd Mara may her rage forget; 
« And I<o death my duty will improve, | 
| « And what you miſs in empire, add in Jove— 
| « Your godlike foul :s open'd in your look, | 
« And I have faintly your great meaning ſpoke. 
* For this alone I'm pleas d I wore the crown, 
Jo ſind with what content we lay it down. 
Heroes may win, but 'tis.a heav'nly race 
« Can quit a throne with a becoming grace.” 
Thus ſpoke the faircit of her ſex, and chear'd 
Her drooping lord, whoſe boding boſom fear d 
A darker cloud of ills would burſt, and ſhed 
| Severer. vengeance on her. guiltleſs head: 
Tos juſt, alas, the terrors which he felt! 
nene, — How ſharp her pangs, when fever'd from his fade, 
| The moſt fncerely Jov'd, and loving bride, 
8 - In ſpace conſia d, the muſe forbears to tell; 
| Deep was her anguiſh, but ſhe bore it well. 
His pain was equal, but his virtue leſs, 
He thought in grief there could be no exceſs. 
loſt ; Penſive he fat, o ereaſt with gloomy care, 
. | Andoften fondly claſp'd his abſent far; 
'-- | Now filent, wander'd through his rooms of ſtate, 
And ficken'd at the pomp, and tar d his fate; 


„ 


Which thus adorn d in all her ſhining ſtore, 

A ſplendid wretch, magnificently poor. 

Now on the bridal-bed his eyes were caſt, 
nne, — And Anguiſh fed on his enjoyments paſt ; 
„ | Each recollectcd pleaſure made him fmart, 


| Andev'ry tranſport ſtabb'd him to the heart. 
That happy moon, which ſummon d to delight, 
That moon which ſhone on his dear nuptial night, 
| Voir. L E 
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No w ſees the tranſient bleſſing fleet away, 
Empire and love: the viſion of a day. 
Thus in the Britiſh clime a ſuramer ſtorm 
Will oft the ſmiling face of heav'n deform; *1 
The winds with violence at once defcend, | 
PP ut tn 1 96 erg | 
A ſudden winter, while the ſun is near, 
O'ercomes the ſeaſon, and inverts the year. | 
But whither is the captive borne away, T 
'The beauteous captive from the chearful day? 
The ſcene is chang'd indeed; before her eyes 
Ill-boding looks, and unknown horrors riſe : 
a Ginproonde hangers froon; | 
Black thoughts, each morn, invade the Lover's breaſt, 
Each night a ruſſian locks the Queen to reſt, 
Ah mournful change, if judg'd by vulgar minds! 
' But Suffolk's daughter its advantage finds. 
Religion's force divine is beſt difplay'd 
In deep deſertion of all human aid: 
do ſuccour in extremes is her delight, 
r 
Aud wonder what a mortal's heart enn raiſe 
To triumph o'er misfortunes, ſmile in grief, 
Aud comfort thoſe who come to bring relief: 
We gaze; and as we gaze, wealth, fame decay, 
And all the world's vain glories fade away. 
Againſt her cares ſhe rais'd a dauntleſs mind, 
And with an ardent heart, but moſt reſign d, 
Deep ia the dreadful gloom, with pious heat, 
Amid the filence of her dark retreat, | 
Addrefs'd her God“ Almighty Pow'r divine! 
«< *Tis thine to raiſe, and to depreſs is thine; 1 
Or to put out the luſtre of a throne. 8 


ay 
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u. In my ſhort ſpan both fortunes I have prov'd, 
« And though with ill frail nature will be mov'd 
« ll hear it well: (O ſtrengthen me to bear!) 

« And if my picty may claim thy care; 
remember d in youth's giddy heat, 

« And tumult of a court, a future ſtate; 


' « Of favour, hen thy mercy l implore 


« For one who never guilty ſeeptre bore ! 

„was I receiv'd the crown; my Lord is free; 

« if it muſt fall, let vengearce fall on me. 

« Let him ſurvive, his country's name to raiſe, 

« And in a guilty land to ſpeak thy praiſe! 

40 may th' indulgence of a father's love, 

0 d forth on me, be doubled from above ! 

« If theſe are ſafe, I' think my pray'rs ſucceed, 

« And bleſs thy tender mercies whilſt I bleed.” 
"Twas now the mournful eve before that day 

In which the Queen to her full wrath gave way; 

Through rigid juſtice ruil''d into offence, 

And drank in zeal the blood of innocence. 

The fun went down in clouds, and feem'd to mourn 

The fad neceſſity of his return: 

The hollow wind, and melancholy rain, 

Or did, or was imagin d to complain; 

The tapers caſt an inauipicious light; | 
Stars there were none, and doubly dark the night. 
Sweet Innocence in chains can take her reſt : 

Soft lumber gently creeping thro” her breaſt, 
She finks ; and in her ſleep is re-inthron'd, 
Mock d by a gaudy dream, and vainly crown'd, 
She views her fleets and armies, ſeas and land, 
And ſtretches wide her ſhadow of command: 
With royal purple is her viſion hung; | 
By phantom hoſts are ſhouts of conqueſt rung; 
Low at her feet the ſuppliant rival lyes; 
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Now level beams upon the waters play,, 

The buſy trades in-cities had began | 

To found, and fpeak the painful life of man. 4 


In tyrants breaſts the thoughts of vengeance rouze,, | 


And the fond bridegroom turns him to his ſpouſe. 
At this firſt birth of light, while morning breaks, 
Our ſpouſtieſs bride, our widow'd wife awakes; 


A ſhort-liv'd blaze, a light ning quickly o'er, 

That dy'd in birth, that ſhone, and were no more: 
Sbe turns her fide, and ſoon reſumes a ſtate- 

Of mind well ſuited to her alter d fate, 


Serene, tho ſerious ; when dread tidings come | 


(Ah-wretched Guilford !) of her inſtant doom. 
Sun, hide thy beams; in clouds as black as nighe 
Thy face involve; be guiltleſs of the fight; 
Or haſte more ſwiſtly to the weſtern main; 

Oh how ſevere ! to fall ſo new a bride, 
Yet bluſhing from the prieſt, in youthful pride; 
When time had juſt matur'd cach perfect grace, 
And open'd all the wonders of her face! 
To leave her Guilford dead to all relief, 
Fond of his woe, and obſtinate in grief. 
Unhappy fair ! whatever fancy drew, 
(Vain promis d bleſſings!) vaniſh from her view; 
No train of chearful days, endearing nights, 
No ſweet domeſtic joys, and chaſte delights ; 
Pleaſuzes that bloſſom ev'n from doubts and fears, 
And blifs and rapture riſing out of cares: 
No little Guilford, with paternal grace, 
LulF'd on her knee, or filing in her face; 
Who, when her deareſt father ſhall return 
From pouring tears on her untimely urn, 


Awakes, and finiles; nor night's impoſture blamesz 


, 
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comfort to his filver hairs impart, 
And fill her place in his indulgent heart: 
And the bleſs d Indian of his care beguile. 

In vain theſe various reaſons jointly preſs, 


To blacken death, and heighten her diſtreſs ; 


She thro” th encircling terrors darts her fight, 
To the bleſs'd regions of eternal light, | 
And fills her foul with peace : to weeping friends 


| Her father and her lord ſhe recommends ; 


Unmorv'd herſelf : her foes her air ſurvey, 
And rage to ſee their malice thrown away. 
She ſoars; now nought on earth detains her care 
Clog, and retard her. tranſport to the ſkies. 
As trembling flames now take a feeble flight, 
Now catch the brand with a returning light: 
Falls fondly back, and kindles into love. . 
At length ſhe conquers in the doubtful field ; 
That heav'n ſhe ſecks will be her Guilford's ſhield. 
Now death is welcome; his approach is flow ; 2 
'Tis tedious longer to expect the blow. | 

Oh! mortals, ſhort of ſight, who think the paſt 
Oerblown misfortune ſtill ſhall prove the laſt : 
Alas! misfortunes travel ia a train, 
Aud oft in life form one perpetual chain; 
Fear buries fear, and ills on ills attend, 
"Till life and forrow meet one commor end. 

She thinks that ſhe has nought but death to fear, 
And death is couquer'd. Worſe than death is near : 
Her rigid trials are not yet complete, 
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How great the mercy! had ſhe breath'd her laſt, Cure of 
A fonder parent nature never knew ; Not no 

And as his age enereas d, his fondneſs grew. Joche 
A parent's love ne er better was beſtow d, But, Wb 
The pious daughter in her heart o'crflow'd. | | Andpl 
And can ſhe from all weakneſs ſtill refrain? Hack 
Impoſſible! a figh will force its way; Slow, | 
One patient tear her mortal birth betray; | Apis 
She fighs and weeps, but fo ſhe weeps and fighs, uach f. 
- As filent deus deſcend, and vapours riſe. | Meer ey 
Celeſtial patience ! how doſt thou defeat Struck 
The foe's proud menace, and clude his hate! 7: 
Whale Paſhon takes his part, betrays our peace; ha 
1 voay< el At fie 
By not oppoſing, thou doſt ills deſtroy, But wl 
And wear thy conquer d forrows into joy. I be fe 
Now ſhe revolves within her anxious mind, Till by 
What woe ſtill lingers in reſerve behind. And ft 


Griefs riſe on griefs, and ſhe can fee no bound, 
While nature laſts, and can receive a wound. 

The fword is drawn ; the Queen to rage inclin'd, 
By mercy, nor by piety canin d. 

What mercy can the zealot's heart aſſuage, 
Whole piety itſelf converts to rage? 

She thought, —— — 
To leave her beautcous cheek all cold and wan. 
Now forrow durm'd the luſtre of her eye, 

And on her cheek the fading roſes die. 

Alas! ſhould Guilford too When now ſhe's brought 
To that dire view, that precipice of thought; 


down, | 
Nes can recede, till heav'n's decrees arc knows, 


—_—— 


7 


7 

4 
4 
: 
' 
T 
3 
5 
* 


Til broke at length, its ſaowy leaves are ſhed, 
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Cure of all ills till now, her lord appears, 

But not to chear her heart, and dry her tears: 
Not now, as uſual, like the riſing day, 

To chaſe the ſhadows and the damps away: 
But, like a gloomy ſtorm, at once to ſweep, 

And plunge her to the bottom of the deep. 
Black were his robes, dejected was his air, 

His voice was frozen by his cold deſpair; 


Slow, like a ghoſt, he-mov'd, with folema pace g 
Axing paleneſs fat upon his face. 


Back ſhe recoil'd ; ſhe fmote her lovely breaſt, 
Her eyes the anguiſh of her heart confeſs d; 


Struck to the ſoul, ſhe ſtagyer'd with the wound, 


Aid funk a breathleſs imaye to the ground. 
Thus the fair hly, when the ſky's o'ercaft,. 

At firſt but ſhudders in the feeble blaſt ; 

But when the winds, and weighty rains deſcend, 

The fair and upright ſtem is furc'd to bend ; 
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| BOOK SECOND. 
mne pietatis honor? de nes in ſeeptra eren? v. 


ER Guilford claſps her, beautiful in death, 
And with a kiſs recalls her fleeting breath. 
To tapers thus, which by a blaſt expire, 
A lighted taper touch'd, reſtores the fire. 
She rear d her ſwimming eye, and faw the light, 
And Guilford too, or ſhe had loath'd the ſight: 
Her father's death ſhe bore, deſpis d her own, 
But now ſhe muſt, ſhe will have leave to groan. | 
« Ah, Guilford!” the began, and would have ſpoke, 
But fobs ruſh'd in, and ev'ry accent broke ; 
Reaſon itſelf, as guſts of paſſion blew, 
Was ruffled in the tempeſt, and withdrew. 
So the youth loſt his image in the well, 
When tears upon the yielding ſurface fell: 
The ſeatter d features lid into decay, 
And ſpreading circles drove his face away. 
To touch the ſoft affections, and controul 
The manly temper of the braveſt ſoul, 
What with afflited beauty can compare, 
And drops of love diſtilling from the fair? 
It melts us down; our pains delight beſtow, 
And we with fondneſs languiſh o er our woe. 
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This Guilford prov'd, and with exceſs of pain, 
And pleaſure too, did to his boſom ſtrain 
The weeping fair: ſunk deep in {oft deſire, 
Indulg d his love, and nurs d the raging fire: 


Ther tore himſelf away, and ſtanding wide, 


As fearing a relapſe of fondneſs, cry'd, 

With ill-ifſembled grief, My life, forbear, 

« You wound your Guilford with each cruel tear. 
„Did you not chide my grief? Repreſ your own; 
« Nor want-compaſſion for yourſelf alone. 

Have you beheld how from the diſtant main, 
© The thronging waves roll on, a num rous train, 
« And foam and bellow, till they reach the ſhore, . 


© There buzſt their noify pride, and are no more? 


Thus the ſucceifive flows of human race, 
® Chac'd by the coming, the preceeding chacez 


rear, 

Then fall, and flatten, break, and diſappear. 

« Life is a forfeit we muſt ſhortly-pay, 

And where's the mighty lucre of a day? 

« Why ſhould you mourn my fate? tis moſt nnkind ; 
Jour own you bore with an unſhaken mind: 
And which can you imagine was the dart 


That drank moſt blood, funk deepeit in my heart? 


* | cannot live without you, and my doom 
* 1 meet with joy, to ſhare one common tomb.— 
Aud are again your tears profuſely fpilt! 
* Oh, then my kindneſs blackens to my guilt : 
© It foils itſelf, if it recal your pain; 
* Life of my life, I beg you to refrain; 
The load which Fate impoſes, you increaſe, 
Aud help Maria to deſtroy my peace.” 
But, ob, againſt himſelf his labour turn'd ; 
The more he comforted, the more ſhe mourn d. 


| * 

1 THE FORCE OF RELIGTON: 
Compaſſion ſwells our grief, words ſoft and kind + 
But ſoothe our weakneſs, and diſſolve the mind. 
Her forrow flow'd in ſtreams, nor her's alone, 
| While that be blam'd; he yielded to his own. 
| Where are the finiles ſhe wore, when the fo late 

Hail'd him, great partner of the regal ſtate; 
When orient gems around her temples blaz'd, 
And bending nations on the glory gaz'd ? 


'Tis now the Queen's command, they both retreat | 


To weep with dignity, and mourn in ſtate: _ 

She forms the decent miſery with joy, 

A fpacious hall is hung with black, all light 

Shut out, and noon-day darken'd into night. 

Like a dim crefcent in a clouded ſky; 

It theds a quiv'cing melancholy gluom, 

Which only ſhews the darkneſs of the room. 

A ſhining ax is on the table laid, | 

& Sed fgpe, rad hn Dads. 
In this fad ſcene the lovers are coatin'd; 

A ſcene of terrors to a guilty mind 

A fcene that would have damp'd with riſing cares, 

And quite extinguiſh's ev'ry love but theirs. 

What can they do? they fix their mournful eyes, 

Then Guilford thus abruptly; I defpiſe 

* An empire loſt, I fling away the crown; 

„Numbers have laid that bright deluſion down: 

* But where's the Charles, or Dioclefian where, 

* Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping fait! 

* Qh, to dwell ever on thy lip! to ſtand 

In full poſicfſion of thy ſnowy hand! 

And theo? tht unclouded cryſtal of thy eye, 

The heav'aly treaſures of thy mind to ſpy? 

Till rapture reaſon happily deſtroys, 

And my foul wanders through immortal joys! 
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a Give me the world, and aſk me where's my bliſs, 
. I claſp thee to my breaſt, and anſwer, This. 
And ſhall the grave Ne groans, and can no more, 
But all her charms in ſilence traces o'er ; 
ec | Her lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wrought, 
And wond'ring ſces in fad preſaging thought | 
And rowl along the duſt, a ghaſtly ball. 
n Oh, let thoſe tremble who are greatly bleſt! 
| | For who but Guilford could be thus diſtreſt? 
Come hither, all you happy, all you great, 
ſiroy. From flow'ry meadows, and from rooms of ſtate; 
Nor think I call, your pleaſures to deſtroy, 
' But to refine, and to exalt your joy; 
Weep not, but finiling fix your ardent care 
Was ever ſuch a mournful moving fight ? 
| See if you can, by that dim, trembling light; — 
No they embrace; and mix d in bitter woe, 
e. Like Is and her Thames, one fixeam they flow. - 
Now they ſtart wide; fix'd in benumbing care, 
They ſtiffen into ſtatues of deſpair: © 
_ Now, tenderly ſevere, and fiercely kind, 
They ruſh at once, they fling their cares behind, 
8 Aud claſp, as if to death; new vows repeat, 
A ſhort deluſion! for the raging pain 


n Dole 


ws hi 00g — 
Wo Mean time the Queen new cruelty decreed 
* But ill content that they ſhould only bleed. 

A prieſt is ſent, who, with inſidious art, 

Inſtills bis poiſon into Sutfolk's heart; ; 


And Guilford drank it, hanging on the breaſt ; 
He from his childhood was with Rome poſſeſt. 
| Whew now the miniſters of death draw nigh, 

5! Aud is her deareſt lord the firſt muſt dic, 


os 
an 
W 7 
* 


60 THE FORCE OF RELTGION: 
The ſubtle prieſt, who long had watch'd to find = 


The moſt unguarded paſſes of her mind, * 
Refpoke her thus; Grieve not; tis in your po 


« Your lord to reſcue from this fatal hour.” 
Her boſom pants; ſhe draws her breath with pain; 
A ſudden horror thrills thro” every vein; | 


„And ward your -own, your lord's and father's 
Ye bleſſed ſpirits! now your charge ſuſtain, [doom.” 
The paſt was caſe; now firſt ſhe ſuffers pain. 
Muſt ſhe pronounce her father's death? muſt ſhe 
Bid Guilford bleed ? it muſt not, cannot be. | 
It cannot be! but 'tis the Chriſtian's praiſe, 
Above impoſlibilities to raiſe 

What tho' our feeble finews fearce impart 

A moment's ſwiftneſs to the feather'd dart; 
And a chill blaſt the hardy warrior ſhake, 


| Yet are we (trong : hear the loud tempeſt roar 


From caſt to weſt, and call us weak no more; 

The light'ning's unrefiſted force proclaims 

Our might; aud thunders raiſe our humble names. 

Tis our IAO VA fills the heav'ns; as long 

As he thall reign ALMiGurTy, we are ſtrong: 

; We, by devotion, borrow from his throne, | 

And almoſt make Omnipotence our own : 

We force the gates of heav'n by fervent pray'r, 

And call forth triumphs out of man's deſpair. 
Our lovely mourner, kneeling, lifts her eyes 

And bleeding heart in filence to the ſkies, 

Devoutly ſad. —Then bright'ning like the day, 

* 
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den wanne LOVE. 467 


5 Sining in majeſty till now unknown, 
" And benething life and fyirit raves ber own ; 
ain; 


" Here Guilford, erucl Guilfard, (barb us man! 

k this thy love :) as fwift as lightning ran; | 

| Cerrhelm's her, with tempeſtuous forrow fraught, 

| | And tified in ies birth the mighty thought: 

be burſting forth into a flood of tears, 

her's | His fears for her alone, he beat his breaſt, . 


om.” = Andthus the fervour of his foul cxpreſt : | 
* Oh! let thy thoughe o'er our paſt converſe rove, 
he | * And ſhew one moment uninflam'd with love! 


* Oh! if thy kindneſs can no longer laſt, 

* In pity to thyſelf, forget the paſt ! 

lie wilt thou never, void of ſhame and fear, 
4 Fronounce his doom, whom thou haſt held to dear. 
* Thon, who haſt took me to thy arms, and ſwore 
* Empires were vile, and fate could give no more; 
| | © That to cogtinue, was its utmoſt pow'r, 
ak, | © And make the future like the preſent hour ; 
Nos call a ruthan; bid his cruel ſword 

* Lay wide the boſom of tity worthleſs lord; 

* Transfix his heart, (fince you its love diſclaim), 
* And ſtain his honour with a traitor's name. 
mes. * This might perhaps be borue without cemorſe ; 

_ | © fut fure a father's pangs will have theis force. 

* Shall his good age, fo ncar its journcy's end, 
Through cruel torment to the grave defcend ? 
„His ſhallow blood all iſſue at a wound, 
k * Waſh a flave's fret, and ſmoke upon the ground? 
* But he to you has ever been ſevere; 
"How-mbe your vragence.”—Suffellk: now drew 
ling beneath the burden of his care; {nears 
ö „„ 
ay, Vor- l. F 
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Deerepid winter, in the yearly ring, 
Downward he caſt a inclincholy look, — 
Thrice turn d to hide his grief ; then faintly ſpoke. 
Now deep in years, and forward in decay, 
« That axe can only rob me of a day: 
« For thee, my ſoul's defire, I can't refrain: aA 
« And ſhall my tears, my laſt tears, flow in vain? 
When you ſhall know a mother's tender name, 
« My heart's diſtreſs no longer will you blame.” © 
The tears ran trickling down his filver bend: 
He faatch'd her hand, which to his lips he preſt, 
And bid her plant a dagger in his breaſt; 
Then, finking, calf'd her piety unjuſt, 
And ſoiPd his hoary temples in the duſt. | 
Hard-hearted men: will you no merey know ? 
Has the Queen brib'd you to-diſtreſs her foe? 
O weak deſerters to misfortune's part, | 
By falſe aſſection thus to pierce her heart ! 
When ſhe had foar'd, to let your arrows fly, 
And fetch her bleeding from the middle ſky ? 
Her flight recover, and diſdain the wound, 
The broken force of her aſpiring mind ? 
As round the gen'rous eagle, whick in vain 


4 
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And with its force her reſolution reels ; 
Large doors, unfolding with a mournful ſound, 

To view diſcover, welt'ring on the ground, 

Three headleſs trunks of thoſe whoſe arms maintain'd, 
And in her wars immortal glory gain d. 
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| The lifted axe affur'd her ready doom, 


And flent mourners ſadden' d all the room. 
Shall 1 proceed, or here break off my talc, 
Noe truchs, to ſtagger human faith, reveal? 
She met this utmoſt malice of her fate 
With Chriſtian dignity, and pious ſtate. 

The beating ftvcm's propitious rage ſhe bleſt, 
And all the martyr triumph'd in ber breaſt. 
Her land and father, for a moment's ſpace, 
She ſtrictly folded in her ſoft embrace; | 
Aud ſudden gladnefs fniF'd aloag the ſry. 
„ Your over-fondueſfs has not mov'd my hate : 
« ] am well pleas'd you make my death fo great. 
« [ joy 1 cannot ſave you, and have giv'n | 
« Two lives, much dearer than my own, to heav'n, 
«* If the Queen decrees * :—But I have cauſe 
« To hope my blood will ſatisſy the laws; 

* And there is mercy ſtill for you in ſtore : 

« With me the bitterneſs of death is o'er. 

4% He ſhot his ſting in that farewell embrace; 

* And all, that is to come, is joy and peace. 

* Then let miſtaken forrow be ſuppreſt, 


ä — Qs, — 19 
* And grieve my gratitude I cannot ſhow: 

« A poor return I leave, in England's crown, 

© For everlaſting pleaſure and renown. 

Her guilt alone allays this happy hour; 

Her guilt, the only vengeance in her power. 

Not Rome, untouch d with forrow, heard her fate; 
And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 


©® Here ſhe embraces them. 
| Fa 
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The DUKE of DORSET. 


Y verſe is fatixe: Dorſet, lend your car, 

And patronize a muſe you cannot fear. 

"7s poets acres — 25 
Their wonted paſſport through the gates of Fame; 
It bribes the partial reader into praiſe, 

And throws a glory round the ſhelter'd lays; 
And gives applauſe to B—e, or to me. 
But you decline the miſtreſs we purſue : 
Others are fond of Fame, but Fame of you. 
Inſtructive Satize, true to Virtue's cauſe ! 

Thou ſhining ſupplement of public laws! 

When flatter'd crimes of a licentious age 

Reproach our filence, and demand our rages 
When purchas d follics, from each diſtant land, 
Like arts, improve in Britain's (kilful hand; | 
When the Law ſhews her teeth, but dares not bite, 
And South-ſca treaſures are not brought to light; 
When churchmen Scripture for the claſſics quit, 
Polite apoſtates from God's grace to wit; 

When men grow great from their revenue ſpent, + 
And fly from bailiſſs into parliament ; 

When dying ſinners, to blot out their ſcore, 


| Bequeath the church the leavings of a whores 
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F 
Shall Panegyric reign, and Cenſure ceaſe ? 
Shall Poeſy, like Law, tum wrong to right, 
And dedications waſh an Ethiop white, 
Set up each ſenſeleſs wretch for Nature's boaſt, 
On whom praiſe ſhines, as trophies on a poſt? 
Shall fun ral eloquence her colours bead, 
And fratter roſes on the wealthy dead ? L 1 
Shall authors ſmile on ſuch illuſtrious days, 
And fatiriſe with nothing—but their praiſe? 
Nor hears that virtue, which he loves, complain? 
Donne, Dorſet, Dryden, Rocheſter are dead, 
And guitt's chief foc in Addifon is fed: | 
Congreve, who, crown'd with laurels fairly won, 
Sits fimiling at the goal while others run, 5 
He will not write; and (more provoking ftill'} 
Ye gods! he will not write, and Mavies will. 
— Doubly diſtreſs'd,, what author ſhall we find 
un Fagan. Jaap nos 


The courtly Roman's * ſhining path to tread, | + 


And ſharply ſmile prevailing folly dead? 

Will ao ſuperior genius ſnatch the quill, 

And fave me, on the brink, from writing ill ? 

Tho' vain the ſtrife, I' ſtrĩve my voice to raiſe. 

What will not men attempt for ſacred praiſe? 
The love of praiſe, howe'er conceaPd by art, 

Reigns more or lefs, and glows in ev'ry heart: 

The proud to gain it toits on teils endure ; 

The mod eſt ſhun it, but to make it ſure. | 

Oer globes, and ſeeptres, now on thrones it ſwells; 

Nis Tory, Whig; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 

Harangues in ſenates, ſqueaks in maſquerades. 


Horace. 
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„. humour makes a bold pretence; 
There, bolder aims at P——y's cloquence. | 
k aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head, 
And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead: 
Nor ends with hfe; but nods in ſable plumes, 
Adorns our bearſe, and flatters on our tombs. 
What is not proud ? the pimp is proud to fee 

| So many like himſelf in high degree: 
The whore is proud, her beautics are the dread 
Of peeviſh virtue, and the marriage-bcd ; 
And the brib' d cuckols, like crown d victims born 
To ſlaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 
Some go to church, proud bumbly to repent, 
| And come back much more guilty than they went: 
One way they look, another way they ſteer, 
Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear ; 
When they have got their picture tow'rds a book, 
Or pompous title, like a gaudy ſign ö 
Meant to betray dull ſots to wretched wine. 
Wat his title T-—— had drop'd his quill, 
T— might have paſs'd for a great genius ſtill; 
But T=—, alas! (excuſe him, if you can) 
b now a ſeribbler, who was once a man. 
Imperious ſome a elaſſic fame demand, 
For heaping up with a laborious hand 
A waggon-load of mcanings for one word, 
While 4's depos d, and B with pomp reſtor d. 
Some for renown on ſcraps of learning doat, 
And think they grow immortal as they quote. 
To patch-work learn'd quotations are ally'd, 
Both ſtrive to make our poverty our pride. 
Ou glaſs how witty is a noble peer! 
Did ever diamond coſt a man fo dear ? 
Vos. I. G 


W 'LOVY OF FAME, | 
Polite diſeaſes make ſome ideots vain, 1 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feigh. - 1H 

Of folly, vice, diſeaſe, men proud we fees | 
And (ſtranger till!) of blockheads” flattery, 
Whoſe pranſe defames ; as if a fool ſhould mean 
By ſpitting on your face to make it clean. 

Nor is't enough all hearts are fwoln with pride; 
Her power is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
What can ſhe not perform ? the love of fame 
Made bold Alphonſus his Creator blame, 
Empedocles'hurl'd dewn the burning ſteep, 

And (ſtronger ſtill!) made Alexander weep. 
Nay, it holds Delia from a ſecond bed, . 
Tho“ her lov'd lord has four half months been deal 

This paſſion with a pimple have I ſeen Y 
Retari a cauſe, and. give a judge the fpleen. 
Dy this inſpir d (O ne'er<0 be forgot) 
Sr 
It makes Globoſe a ſpeaker in the houſe; | 
He hems, and is deliver'd of his mouſe. 
r es goon, 
And I che little hero of each tale. | 
Sick with-the love of Fame, —— 
Unpeople court, and leave the ſenate thin ? 

My growing ſubject ſeems but juſt begun, 
And, chanot-lite, I kindtc as I run. | 
Aid me, great Homer! with thy epic rules 
To take a catalogue of Britiſh fools. 

Satire! had I thy Dorſet's force divine, 

A kndve or fool ſhou'd periſh in each line; 
Tho” for the firſt all Weſtminſter ſhould plead, 
And fer the laſt all Greſham intercede. 

Pegin. Who firſt the catalogue ſhall grace ? 
To quality belongs the higheſt place. 

My lord comes forward; — —— 
Ye vulgar ! at your peril give him room: + 
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fe flands for fame on his forefathers” feet, 
By heraldry prov'd valiant or diſcreet. N 
Vith what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
an | | Wrirtucs at his noble bands you crave, 
Lu bid him raiſe his fathers from the grave. 
prides | Men hould preſs forward in Fame's glorious chace ; 
I Nebles look backward, and © luſe the race. 
Let high birth triumph! What ean be more great 
Neching but merit in a low eſtate. 
N Virtue's humbleſt fon. let none prefer: 
we, tho deſcended from the Conqueror. 
Shall men, like figures, paſs for high or baſe, 
Slight, or important, only by their place? 
Titles are marks of honeſt men, and wiſe; 
The fool. or knave that wears a title, lies. 
knot. | — ͤ ——— 
Lite thee, in worth hereditary, ſhine. 
Vain as falſe greatneſs is, the muſe muſt own. 
We want not fools to buy that Briſtol ſtone : 
Mean ſons of earth, who on a South-ſea tide 
Of full ſucceſs fwam into wealth and pride, 
Knock with a purſe. of gold at Anſtis gate, 
And beg to be deſcended from the great. 
When men of infamy to grandeur. faar, 
They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. 
Thoſe governments which curb not evils, cauſe; 
And a rich knave's a libel cn our flaws. 
Belus with folid glory will be crown'd; _ 
| F He buys no phantom, no vain empty found, 
? | But builds himfcif a name; and, to be great, 
- | inks in a quarry an immenſe eſtate; _ 
xe! | Incolt, and grandeur, C——dos be i ode, 
+ | And, B-1—ton, thy taſte is not ſo true. |» 
G 3 


76 LOVE OF FAME, Saul x 
The pile is nh d, every toil is paſt, £3 
And full perfection is arriv'd at laſt; {8 
When, lol my lord to ſome ſmall corner runs, 99 
And leaves ftate-rooms to ſtrangers and to duns. 
Provides a home from which to run away. : 
In Britain what is many a lordly feat, — —_ 
But a diſcharge in full for an eſtate? 
In ſmaller compaſs lyes Pygmalion's fame; 

Not domes, but antique ſtatues are his flame; 
Not F—t—n's ſelf more Parian charms has known; 
Nor is good P—b—ke more in love with fone. 
The bailiffs come, (rude men, profancly bold!) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold: 
„No, Sirs, (he cries), FU fooner rot in jail; 
Shall Grecian arts be truck'd for Engliſh bail?” 
Such heads might make their very buſtus laugh; 
Ris daughter ſtarves, but Cleopatra's * ſafe. & 
Men, overloaded with a large eſtate, | 
May ſpill their treaſure with a nice conceit ; | 
The rich may be polite, but, oh! tis fad 
To ſay you're curious, when we fear you're mad; 
By your revenue meaſure your expence, 
And to your funds and acres join your ſenſe. 
No man is bleſs'd by accident or gueſs, 
True wiſdom is the price of happineſs; 
Yet few without long diſcipline are ſage, 
And our youth only lays up fighs for age. 
But how, my muſe, canſt thou refiſt ſo long 
The bright temptation of the courtly throug, 
Thy moſt inviting theme? The court affords 
Much food for ſatire, it abounds in lords. N 
* What lords are thoſe ſaluting with a grin?” 
95 cog; 05 ent 0 UTe Es - 


* A famous ſtatue. | a 3 
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& | | 
|} «© you comes it then to paſs we fee prefide— 
I on both their brows an equal ſhare of pride? 
s. { Attends our glory, not deferts our fall: 
d pay, | _ As in its home, it triumphs in high-place, - | 
: Aud frowns a haughty exile in difgrace. | " 
Zoe lords it bids admire their wands fo white, 
Which bloom, like Aaron's, n 
Some lords it bids reſign, and turn their wands, 
__» | Like Moſes, into ſerpents in their hands. 
0un; EDS. = dns . 
) |} But agpinftreaſon fare tiv-equal fin | 
To boaſt of merely being out, or in. 
| Wha number, hee tw” 4 adi, a. 
12 | Tokem the moſt tranſported things alive? ©— 
As if by joy, deſert was-undevſtood; | 
< ——— — 
— . 


nad: Nen thicie ee fair, and ne der: 
Their ſmiles are only part of what they wear, 
Put off at night with Lady B——'s hair. | 
What bedily fatigue is half fo bad; | 
With anzious care they labour to be glad. 
— here, woeld into fame advance,” 
Conſcious of merit in the coxcomb's dance? 
The tavern! park! aſſembly ! maſk! and play! 
Thoſe dear deſtroyers of the tedious day ! 
That wheel of fops ! that ſaunter of the town ! 
8 Call it diverſion, and the pill goes down; 
de gin on fools, and Stoic-like, ſupport, 
Vithout one ſigh, the pleaſures of a court. 
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Courts can give nothing to the wiſe and good, 
But feorn of pomp, and love of folitude. 
High ſtations tumult, but not bliſs create; 3g 
None think the great unhappy, but the great; _ 
Fools gaze, and envy; envy darts a ſting, 
— Which makes a fwain as wretched as a king. 
I envy none their pageantry and ſhow, 
I envy none the gilding of their woe. 
Give me, indulgent gods! with mind ſerene, 
And guiltleſs heart, to range the fylvan ſcene. 
No ſplendid poverty, no ſmiling care, 
No well-bred hate, or ſervile grandeur there: 
There pleaſing objects uſeful thoughts ſuggeſt, 
The ſenſe is raviſh d, and the foul is blefs'd; 
In every rill a fweet inſtruction flows. 
But ſome, untaught, o'crhear the whiſp'ring rill, 
In ſpite of facred leifure blockheads ſtill; 
Nor ſhoots up folly to a nobler bloom 
The ſquire is proud to ſee his cuurſer ſtrain, 
Or well-breath'd beagles fweep along the plain. 
Say, dear Hyppolitus, (whoſe drink is ale, 
Whoſe erudition is a Chriſtmas-tale, 
Whoſe miſtreſ is faluted with a ſmack, 
And friend neceiv's with themps pen the back), 
When thy fleck gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 
And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground, 
Is that thy praiſe ? let Ringwood's fame alone; 
Nor envies when a gypſy you commit, 
And ſhake the clumfy bench with country wit; 
When you the dulleſt of dull things have faid, 
And then aſk pardon for the jeſt you made. | 
Here breathe, my muſe! and then thy tak renews 
Ten thouſand fools unſung are ſtill in view. 
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Fewer lay-atheiſts made by church-debates ; 
Fewer great beggars fam d for large eſtates: 
Ladies, whoſe love is conſtant as the wind; 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind ; 

Fewer grave lords to Scr—— pe difcreetly bend; 
Is there a man of an eternal vein, 

Who lulls the town in winter with his ſtrain, 
At Bath in ſummer chants the reigning laſs, 
And ſweetly whiſtles, as the waters paſs ? 

Iz there a tongue like Delia's o'er her cup, 
That runs for ages without winding-up ? 

Is there, whom his tenth epic mounts to fame ? 
Such, and ſuch only might exhauſt my theme: 
Nor would theſe heroes of the taſk be glad; 
For who can write ſo faſt as men run mad? 


Nr 
Plain fatire calls for Senſe in ev'ry line. f 
Then, to what ſwarms thy faults I dare expoſe! - 
All friends to Vice and Folly, are thy ſues. 
When ſuch the foe, a war eternal wage, 

"Tis moſt ill nature to repreſs thy rage; 

And if theſe ſtrains fome nobler muſe excite, 

Tu glory in the verſe I did not write. | 


Almighty Vanity, to thee they owe 

Ia et ototen, cod hots bake of wee... 

Thou, like the ſun, all colours doſt contain, 

Varying, like rays of light on drops of rain. 

For every foul finds reaſons to be proud, 

Tho' hifs'd and hooted by the pointing croud. 
Warm in purſuit of foxes, and renown, 

* Hyppolitus demands the ſylvan crown ; 

But Florio's fame, the product of, a ſhow'r, 1 

Grows in his garden, an illuſtrious flow'r ! 

Why teems the earth? why melt the vernal fkies{ 

Why ſhines the ſun to make f Paul Diack rife. 

From morn to night has Florio gazing ſtood, 

And wonder'd how the gods could be ſo good. 

What ſhape! what hue ! was ever nymph fo fair? 

He doats! he dies! he too is rooted there. 

© folid bliſs! which nothing can deſtroy, 

Except a cat, bird, ſnail, or idle boy. 


This refers to the firſt ſatire. 
+ The name of a tulip. 
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YT Mule, proceed, and reack thy deſtin'd endys 1 


Or to ſuck weakneſs by their vice betray d. 
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In Fame's full bloom lyes Florio down at night, 


} - And wakes next day a moſt inglorious wight ; 


The tulip's dead! See thy fair filter's fate, 
Nor are thoſe enemies 1 mention'd all; 

Beware, © Floriſt, thy ambition's fall. 

A friend of mine indulg'd this noble flame; 

A Quaker ferv'd him, Adam was his name. 


To one lov'd tulip oft the maſter went, 


Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture ſpent; 

But came, and miſs d it one ill-fated hour. 

Herag d! he roar'd ! © What demon eropt my flow'r ?”? 
Serene, quoth Adam, Lo! twas cruſh'd by me; 
4 Fall'n'is the Baal towhich thou bow'dſt thy knee.” 
ut all men want amuſement; and what crime 
In ſuch a paradiſe to fool their time 

None: but why proud of this ? to Fame they ſoar; 
We grant they're idle, if they'll aſk no more. | 
We fmile at floriſts, we deſpiſe their joy, 

And think their Ä of a toy : 
Survey with envy, and purſue with fire ? | 
What's he who fighs for wealth, or fame, or pow'r ? 
Another Florie doating on a flow'r ; 

A ſhort-liv'd flow'r, and which has often ſprung 
From fordid arts, as Fluriv's out of dung. 

With what, O Codrus! is thy fancy ſmit? 

The flow'r of learning, and the bloom of wit. 

Thy gaudy ſhelves with crimſon bindings glow, 
And Epictetus is a perfect beau. 

How fit for thee bound up in crimſon too, 

Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view? 

Thy books are furniture. Methinks 'tis bard 

That feience ſhould be purchas'd by the yard, 
And T—-2, turn'd upholſterer, fend home, 

The gilded leather to it up thy room. 


* * 3 
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If not to ſome peculiar end deſign'd, 
Study's the ſpecious trifling of the mind; 
Or is at beſt a ſecondary aim, 

A chace for ſport alone, and not for game: 
FF Go, ſure they who the mere volume prize, 

On buying books Lorenzo long was bent, 
But found at length that it reduce d his rent; 
His farms were flown ; when lo! a fale comes , 
A choice colleQtion ! what is to be done ? 

He fells his laſt; for he the whole will boyz 
Sells ev'n his houſe, nay wants wherean to ly: 
So high the generous ardor of the man 

For Romans, Greeks, and Onentals ran. . 
NO nn We gs 


n n 

Vnlearned men of books aſſume the care, 

As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 

Not in his author's liveries alone 
Is Codrus' erudite ambition thown. 

Editions various, at high prices bought, | 

. 

And to this coſt another muſt ſucceed, 

To pay a ſage, who fays that he can read, 

Who titles knows, and indexes has ſecn; 

But leaves to O—— what lyes between; 

Of pempous books who ſhuns the proud expence;. 

And humbly is. contented with their ſenſe. 
O——, whoſe accompliſhments make good. 

The promiſe of a long illuſtrious blood; 

In arts and manners cmineatly grac'd, 

The ſtricteſt honour! and the fineſt taſte! 

Accept this verſe; if ſatire can agree 

a x ne uno ee. 
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dor would it grace the talents of my friend, 
Who, with the charms of his own genius ſmit, 
'Conceives all virtues are compria d in wit? 
But time his fervent petulance may cool: 
For tho” he is a wit, he is no fool, 
In timt be Il learn to uſe, not waſte his ſenſe, 
+ Nor make a frailty of an excellence. 
en | He ſpares nor friend, nor foe; but calls to mind, 
| Like doomſday, all the faults of all mankind. 
| What tho? wit tickles ? tickling is unſafe, 
FS. I fill tis painful while it makes us laugh. 
F Who, for the poor renown of being ſmart, 
Would leave a ſting withim a brother's heart? 
by the: rr 
hs. Then draw your wit as ſeldom as your fword, 
And never on the weak ; or you'll appear 
As there no hero, no great genius here. 
As in ſinooth oil the razor beſt is whet, 
$0 wit'ts by politeneſs ſharpeſt ſet; | 
Their want of edge from their offence is ſeen : 
| Both pain us leaſt when exquifitely keen. 
uvghez” |} Tit fame men give is for the joy they find; 
. F Dull is the jeſter, when the joke's uakind. 
Since Marcus, doubtleſs, thinks himſelf a wit, 
To pay my compliment what place fo fit ? 
His moſt facetious * letters came to hand, 
ente, Which my firſt fatire ſweetly reprimand. 
| . 
1 Say, Marcus, which art thou, a fool, or knave ? 
| rr 
+ oY —————— —-— 
I know thee now, both what thou art, and who; 
No maſk ſo good, but Marcus muſt ſhine through. 


ot ® Letters ant to the Author, ſigned Marcus. 


Tube duoghill breed of men a diamond feorn, 
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Thy beſt concealment had been writing well. 
But thou a brave neglect of fame haſt ſhown, © 
Write on unheeded, and this manim know, 
'The man who pardons, difappoints his foe. 
In malice to proud wits, fome proudly lull 
Their peeviſh reaſon, vain of being dul; | 
When fome home joke has ſtung their folema fouk, 
In vengeance they determine to be fools; © 
'Thro' ſpleen, that little Nature gave, "make leſs, 
Quite zealous in the ways of heavineſs ; 
To lumps inanimate a fondneſs take, | 
And difinherit fons that are awake. 2 | 
| Thelohew thele unite rencns they wands hh, 
Moſt barbarouſly tell y He's a wit.” © 
To Cacodemons, fay, * They're dev'liſh white,” 
| idius from the bottom of his breaſt 
Sighs o'er one child, but triumphs in the reſt.) 
How juſt his grief! one carries in his head 
A lefs proportion of the father's lead ; . 
And is in danger, withqut ſpecial grace, 00 
To riſe above a juſtice of the peace. | 


: as Bas anna oY. 


Aud feel a paſſion for a grain of corn; ; 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white, | 
Who with much pains exerting all his ſenſe, 
Can range aright his ſhillings, pounds, and pence. 
The booby father a booby ſon, 5 
And by Heav'n's bleſſing thinks himſelf undone. 
Wants of all kinds are made to fame a plea. 
One learns to litp, another not to ſee; 
Miſs D— tottering catches at your band; | 
Was ever thing fo pretty born to ſtand! [1 
I 
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| As apes arc ever walking upon two. 


* 


Others affet what Nature has deny d; 
What Natune has deny d, fools will purſue, 


Oui, a grateful ſage, our awe and ſport, 
He hems, and cnes, with an important air, 

«If yonder clouds withdraw, it will be i:“ 
Then quotes the Stagyrite to prove it truc, 
And adds, © The lead delight in fomething new. 
But mult he wiſely look, and gravely plead? 
As far a formaliſt from wifdom fits, | 
In judging eyes, a8 from wits. Y 
Theſe ſubtle wights (ſo blind arc mortal men, 
Tho' fatizxe couch them with her keeneſt pen) 

For ever will hang out a folema face, 

To put of nonſenſe with a better grace : 

As pediars with fome hero's head make bold, 
Wuftrious mark! where pins are to be fold. 


The body's wiſdom to conceal the mind. 

A man of ſenſe can artifice diſdain, 

As men of wealth may venture to go plain: 

And be this truth eternal ne er forgot, 
Solemaity's a cover for a fot. 

I find the fool, when I behold the fkreen; 

For "tis the wiſe man's intereſt to be ſeen. 

Aud juſt diſdain for that poor mimic Art; 

Hence (manly praiſe!) that manner nobly free, 
Which all admire, and I commend in thee. | 
With generous feorn how oft haſt thou ſurvey'd 
Of court and town the noon-tide maiyuerade, 


1 Where frrarms of knaves the vizor quite diſgrace, 


And hide fecure behind a naked face ! 
Vo. I. H 


What's the bent brow, or neck in thought reelin d ? 
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Where Nature's end of language is declin's, 
And men talk only to conceal the mind; bo 
Where generous hearts the greateſt hazard run, 
And he who truſts a brother is undone. . 
Theſe all their care expend on outward ſhew 
For wealth, and fame; for fame alone, the bean. 
Of late at White's was young Florelle ſeen, | 
How blank his look! how diſcompos d his mien! 
80 hard it proves in grief fincere to feign ! | 
Sunk were his ſpirits ; for his coat was plain. 
Next day his breaſt regain d its wonted peace, 
His health was mended with a ſilver lace. FF 
A curious artiſt, long inur d to toils 
| Whether by chanee, or by ſome god inſpir d. 
So touch d his curls, his mighty foul was fir d. 
The well-fwoln ties an equal homage claim, 
And either ſhoulder has its ſhare of fame : 
His ſumptuous watch-caſc, tho conceal'd it byes, 
Like a good conſeience, ſolid joy ſupplies. | 
He only thinks himſelf (fo far from vain!) 
St pe in wit, in breeding D Il Ine. 
Whene er by ſeeming chance he throws his eye 
On miners that reflect his Tyrian dye, 
With how ſublime a tranſport leaps his heart ! 
But fate ordains that deareſt friends muſt part. 
Jn active meaſures brought from France he wheels, 
And triumphs conſcious of his learned heels. 
S8o have | ſeen, on ſome bright ſummer's day, 
A calf of genius, debonnair and gay, 
Dance on the bank, as if inſpir'd by fame, 
Fond of the pretty ſellow in the ſtream. | 
Moroſe is funk with bene. whene'er furprie 
In liven clean, or peruke undiſguis'd. 
Valu'd, like leopards, as their ſpots appeas. 2 


* 
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A fam'd fartout he wears, 1 


- And his foot ſwims in a capacious ſhoe. 


One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim !) 


Level d her barbarous necdle at his fame: 


But open force was vain; by night ſhe went, 
— wr ſlept, ſurpris'd the darling rent; 
Where yawn'd the frieze is now become a doubt, 
« And glory at one entrance quite ſhut out 

He ſcorns Florello, and Florello him; 
This hates the filthy creature, that the prum : 
Thus in each other both theſe fools deſpiſe | 


You vent your ſpleen, as monkeys, when they paſs, 
Scratch at the mimic-monkey in the glaſs, 


, While both are one: and henceforth be it known, 


Fools of both fides ſhall ſtand for fools alone. 
« But who art thou! (methinks Florello cries) 
« Of all thy ſpecies art thou only wiſe ?” 
Since ſmalleſt things can give our fins a twitch, 
As croſſing (traws retard a paſſing witch, 
Flarello, thou my monitor ſhalt be; 
H conjure thus ſome profit out of thee. 
O Thou Myſelf! abroad our counſels roam, 
And, like ill huſbands, take no care at home: 
Thou too art wounded with the common dart, 
And Love of Fame lyes throbbing at thy heart ; 
And what wiſe means to gain it haſt thou choſe? 
Know, fame and fortune both are made of proſe. 
0 H 2 
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Is thy ambition ſweating for a rhyme, 
Thou unambitious fool, at this lace time ? 
While I a moment name, a moment's paſt ; 
I'm nearer death in this verſe than the laſt. 
What then is to be done ? Be wiſe with ſpeed : 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. + 

And what fo foolith as the chace of Fame: 
How vain the prize ! how impotent ous aim! 
For what are men who graſp at praiſe ſublime, 
But bubbles on the rapid ſtream of time, 


Born, and forgot, ten thouſand ia an hour? 
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| To the Right Honourable 
Mr DODING TON. 


19 Dodington! in debt, I long have ſoughe 
To caſe the burden of my grateful thought; 
And now a poet's gratitude you fee, 

Grant him two favours, and he'll aſk for three: 
For whoſe the preſent glory, or the gain ? 

Yau give proteQtion, I a worthleſs ſtrain. 
You love, and feel the poet's facred flame, 
And know the baſis of a folid fame; 

Tho? prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 
You read with all the malice of a friend ; 


Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 


But, more to raiſe my verſe, conceal your own. . 
An il-tun'd modeſty ! Turn ages o'er, 

As if men now were of another caſt, 

They meanly live on alms of ages paſt. 


Shall triumph o'er the ſons of cold deſpair ; 

Of fuch who run in debt for their diſgrace, 

Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, 
And damn it with improvements of their own. 
We bring ſome new materials, and what's old 


New-caft with care, and in no barrow d mold 
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Late times the verſe may read, if theſe refuſe, 
And from ſour critics vindicate the muſe. 
* Your work is long,“ the critics cry. "Tis true, 
And lengthens ſtill, to take in fools like you: 
Shorten my labour, if its length you blame, 
For, grow but wiſe, you rob me of my game; 
As hunted hags, who, while the dogs purſue, 
Renounce their four legs, and ſtart up on two. 
Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 
That picks the teeth of the dire arvcodile, 
Will I enjoy (dread feaſt !) the critic's rage, 
And with the fell deſtroyer feed my page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame 
Than thoſe who thunder in the critic's name? 
Good authors damn d, have their revenge in this, | 
To ſee that wretches gain the praiſe they miſs. 
Balbutius, muffled in his fable cloak, 
Like an old druid from his hollow oak, 
As ravens ſolemn, and as boading, cries, 
Ten thouſand worlds for the three unities ! 
Ye doctors fage, who theo Parnaſſus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or practiſe what you preach.. 
One judges, as the weather dictates ; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night: 
Another judges by a furer gage, 
An authur's principles, or parentage ; 
Since his great anceſtors in Flanders fell, 
The poem, doubtleſs, muſt be written well. 
Another judges by the writer's look ; 
Another judges, for he bought the book; 
Some judge, their knack of judging wrong to keeps 
Some judge, becauſe it is too ſoon to ſleep. — 
Thus all will judge, and with one ſingle aim, ö 
To gain themſelves, not give the writer fame. | 
Half to ſerve you, and half to paſs for wiſe, 
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And bids December yield the fruits of May: 


PT 
* 


Critics on verſe, as ſquibs on triumphs wait, 
Prodiaim: the glory, and on 3 


Not all on books. their criticiſm waſte ; 
The genius of a diſh ſome juſtly taſte, 8 
And cat their way to fame ; with anzious thought: 


The falnton._is refus d, the turbot bought. 
jent Art rebukes the fun's delay, 


The buſineſs of their lives, that is to dine. 

And, to a kind digeſtion, ſpaxe the reſt. 

Apicius, here, the taſter of the town, 
Theſe worthies of the palate guard with eare 

The facred annals of their bills of fare ; 

In thoſe choree books their panegyrics read, 

And ſcorn the creatures that for hunger feed. 

If man by feeding well commences great, 

Much more the worm to whom that man is meat. 
To glory ſome advance a lying claim, 

Thieves of renown, and pilſerers of fame; 

They know a thouſand lords, behind their backs. 

Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer, 

When turn d away, with a familiar leer; 

And H———y's eyes, unmerciſully kcen, 


Have murder d fops, by whom ſhe ne er was ſeen. 
Niger adopts ſtray libels, wiſely prone a 
To covet ſhame ſtill greater than his own. 
Bathyllus, in the winter of threeſcore, 

Ilies his innocence, and keeps a whore. 
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Abſence of mind Brabantio turns to fame, — 
meant Reis > he IN" my 
Has words and thoughts in nice diſorder ſet, 
And takes a memorandum to forget. 

Thus vain, nor knowing what adorns or. blots, 
Men forge the patents that create them ſotas. 

As love of pleaſure. into pain betrays, 
Sov moſt grow infamous thro” love of praiſe. 
— — 2 
For ſuch the vanity of great and fmall, 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 

Nor can even. ſatire blame them, for tis true 
A nurſe of fools to ſtock the continent. 

Tho Phabus and the Nine for ever mow, 

The plenteous harveſt calls me forward (till, 
Till I furpaſs in length my lawyer's bill, 

A Welch deſcent which well-paid heralds damn, 
Or, longer ſtill, a Dutchman's epigram. 
When cloy' d, in fury I throw down my pen, 
In. comes a concomb, and I write again. 

See! Tityrus with merriment poſſeſt, 
Is burſt with laughter, e er he hears the jeſt; 
What need he ſtay ? for when the joke is o'er, . 
His teeth will be no whiter than before. | 
Is there of theſe, ye fair! fo great a dearth, | 
That you need purchaſe monkies for your micth!' | 
Ot houſes ſome, nay houſes that they hire; | 
Some (perfect wiidom!) of a beauteous wife, 
And boaſt, like cordecliers, a ſcourge for life. 

Sometimes, thro' pride, the ſexes change their air, 
My lord has vapours, and wy lady fwears;. 
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Then, ſtranger ill ! on turning of the wind, 
My lord wears breeches, and my lady's kind. 
To ſhew the firength and infamy of pride, 
Jy all u follow's, and. by all deny'd. 

What numbers are there, who at ance purſue 
Praiſe, and the gjory. to coptemn it tos ? 


wann knows felf-praiſe betrays to ſhame, 
| And therefore lays a ſtratagem. for fune:. 


Makes his approach in modeſty's diſguiſe, 

To win applauſe, and takes it by ſurpriſe. 

* To.err, fays he, in ſmall things is my fate.” 
You: know your anfwer, * He's. exact in great.” 

« My ſtyle (ay, he) is rude, and full of faults.” 


' | «But ©, what ſenſe! what energy of thoughts” 
_ þ © That he wants algebra he muſt confeſs.” 


© But not a foul to give our arms ſucceſs.” 
« Ah, that's a hit indeed, (Vincennes cries) ;_ 
« But who in heat of blood was ever wiſe ? 


« Town twas wrong, when thouſands calls me back, 
To make that hopeleſs, ill-advis'd-attack :- | 
« All ay 'twas madneſs, nor dare 1 deny. 

* Sure never fool deſerv d fo well to dic.” 

Could this deceive in others, to be free, 

It ne'er, Vincenna, covid deceive in thee, 

Whoſe conduct is a comment to thy tongue, 

$ clear, the dulleſt cannot take thee wrong. 

Thou on one fleeve wilt thy revenue wear, 
And haunt the court without a proſpect there. 

aue theſe expedients for renown ? Confeſs 

Thy little ſelf, that I may ſcorn thee lefs. 

Be wiſe, Vincenna, and the court forſake ; 

Our fortunes there nor thou nor I ſhall make. 
Nn men of merit, ere their point they gain, 

In hardy fervice make a long campaign, 

Moſt manfully beficge their patron's gate, 

(And oft zepuls'd, as oft attack the great, 


— 
And take it laſt ome little place by ſtorm; - 
Enough to keep two ſhoes on ſunday clean, 
And ſtarve upon diſcreetly in Sheer-lane. 
Already this thy fortune can afford; 
Then ſtarve without the favour of my Lord. 
"Tis true, great fortunes ſome great men confer;. | 
But often, ev'a in doing right, they err: | 
From caprice, not from choice, their favours come; | 
They give, but think it toil to know to whom > {| | 
1 — 

Tis inhumanity to bleſs by chance. {| 
Tf merit ſues, and greatneſs is ſo loth 
To break: its doway trance, I pity both. 

I grant at court, Philander at his need, . 

(Thanks to his levely wife) fiads friends indeed... 
Of every charm and virtue ſhe's poſſeſt: 
Philander! thou art exquiſitely bleſt, 
The public envy! Now then, tis allow d, FI 
The man is found, who may be juſtly proud: 
Hut, fee how fickly is ambition's taſte! | 
Ambition feeds on traſh, and lothes a feaſt; 

Some nymphs ſell reputation, others buy, 

And love a market where the rates run high. 
Italian muſic's ſweet, becauſe tis dear; 3 
Their vanity is tickled, not their eat. 

Their taſtes would leſſen, if the prices fell, 

And Shakeſpeare's wretched ſtuff do quite as well. 
Away the diſinchanted fair would throng, 

And own that Engliſh is their mother-rongue. 

To ſhew how much aur northern taſtes refine, - 
Imported nymphs our peereſſes out-ſhine; | 
COR ol A ERIEY 
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| Behold the maſquerade's fantaſtic ſeene ! 
The legiſlature join'd with Drury-lane! 
When Britain calls, th embroider d patriots run, 
And ferve their country——if the dance is done. 
4 Are we not then allow'd to be polite!” 
Yes, doubtleſs, but firſt ſet your notions right. 
Worth of politeneſs is the needful ground; 

| Where that is wanting, this can ne er be found. 
ome; Triflers not even in'trifles can excel; 3 


: . folid bodies only polih well. 
£3. Great, choſen prophet ! for theſe latter days, 


| Yo tun a willing world from righteous ways, 
| Well, Hr, doſt thou thy maſter ſerve; 
Well has he feen his ſervant ſhould not ſtarve. 
N Thou to his name haſt ſplendid temples rais d, 
ed. | tn various forms of worſhip ſeen him. prais d; 
Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, ſhown, 
And ſung fweet anthems in a tongue unknown. 
| Inferior off rings to thy gad of vice, 

Auer duly paid in fiddles, cards, and dice; 
Tu facrifice ſupreme, an hundred maids! 

That folemn rite of midnight maſquerades ! 
If maids the quite exhauſted town denies, 
An hundred head of cuckolds may ſuffice. | 
Thou fini'ft, well-plexs'd with the converted land, 
To ſee the fifty churches at a ſtand. 
And that thy miniſtry may never fail, 

Bit what thy hand bas planted ſtill prevail, 

Of minor prophets a ſuccethon ſure | 
* The propagation of thy zeal ſecure. 

See commons, peers, and miniſters of ſtate, 
Is folemn counſel met, and deep debate! 
What godlike enterpriſc is taking birth ? 

| | What wonder opens on th' expecting earth? 
* r rg 
9 We fas — ö m. gs! 


Lo YE 07 FAME, walk 


The, bold theſe traths, thou, Muſe, with tray | | 


like theſe 


Wilt none offend whom tis a praiſe to pleaſe. 

Let others flatter to be flatter'd; thou, 

Like juſt tribunals, bend an awful brow. 

How terrible it were to commen fenſe, 

To write a ſuui which-gave none offence! 

And, fince from life 1 take the draughts you fre, 

I men diſlike them do they cenſure me ? 

The fool and knave dis glorious to end, 

And godlike an attempt the world to mend; 

— — — 4 — 

ELnaves know the game, and honeſt men pay all. 
How hard for zeal worth to gain its price? 
A man ſhall make his fortune in a trice; | 
If bleſt with pliant, though but flender ſenſe, 

Feign'd modeſty, and zeal impudence. 

A fgple beer, frond tangpr, an ey gant, | 
A curſe within, a ſinile upon his face, 

A beauteous filter, or convenient wiſe, 

Are prizes in the lottery of life: 

And lodge you in the boſom of the great. 

To merit, is but to provide a pain, | 
From men's refuling what you ought to gain. | 


| What moſt we wiſh, with caſe we fancy near. 


Ba 


| Sie SPENCER COMPTON. 
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SATIRE 1. 


To the Right Honourable 


1— ſome fair tree th ambitious woodbine 


| grows, 

And breathes her ſweets on the ſupporting boughs : 
Bo ſweet the verſe, th* ambitious verſe, ſhould be, 
(00! pardon mine) that hopes ſupport from thee; 
Thee, Compton, born o'er ſenates to preſide, 


| | Thain Gunliy ew raife; thei ils guide ; 


| Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 
And kingdoms” 3 —— weighs 


_ Of diſtant virtues nice extremes to blend, 


The crown's aſſerter, and the people's friend: 


To lien to the labours of the muſe; 
Tu files protect her, while thy talents fire, 
And tis but half thy glory to inſpire. 


Vex'd at a public fame io juſtly won, | 4 
The jealous Chremes is with ſpleen undone. | | 
Chremes, for airy penſions of renown, 
Devotes his ſervice to the ſtate and crown; 
All chemes he knows, and knowing, all improves ; 
The? Britain's thankleſa, ſtil! this patriot loves: 
But patrioes differ ; ſome may ſhed their blood, 
He drinks his coffee, for the public good; 
Confults the ſacred ſteam, and there foreſees 
What ſtorms or ſun-ſhine providence decrees ; 
Knows for each day the weather of our fate · 
A Quid-nuac is an almanac of ſtate. 
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You fmile, and think this ſtateſman void of uſe. 
Why may not time his ſecret worth produce? 
Since apes can roaſt the choice Caſtanean nut, 
Since ſteeds of genius are expert at put, 

Since half the ſenate Not content” can fay, 
_ Geeſe nations fave, and puppies plots betray. 


What makes him model realms, and counfel kings? | 


| 
. 


An incapacity for fmaller things. 

Poor Chremes can't conduct his own eſtate, 

Ind thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 
Cehenno leaves the rcalm to Chremes {kill, 

And boldly claims a province higher ſtill. 

To raiſe a name, ta ambitious boy has got 

At once a bible, and a ſhoulder-knot ; 

Deep in the ſecret, he looks thro' the whole, 

And pities the dull rogue that faves his foul; 

To alk with rev rence you muſt take good heed, 

Nor ſhock his tender reaſon with the creed. 


p 


| Omits 


Howe'er, well-bred, in public he complies, 

Obliging friends alone with blaſphemigs. 
Peerage is poiſon, good eſtates are had 

For this diſcaſe ; poor rogues run ſeldom mad. 

Have not attainders bought unhop'd relict, 

— wn wge<ph 

force; 

But thunder mars ſmall beer, and weak dicourke. 

Such uſeful inſtruments the weather ſhow, 

Juſt as their mercury is high or low. 

Health chiefly keeps an athieſt in the dark; 

A fever argues better than a Clarke: 

Let but the logic in his pulſe decay, | 

The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray; 

While C mourns with an unſcigned zeal, 

Th” apoſtate youth, who reaſon d once fo well. 


* 


FLY. 


C—— who makes ſo-merry with the creed, 


He almoſt thinks he diſbelieves indeed; 


But only thinks ſo; to give both their due, 


Satan and he believe, and tremble too. 


Of ſome for glory ſuch the boundleſs rage, 
That they're the blackeſt ſcandal of their age. 
Nay, a free-maſon with ſome terror names, 
Omits no duty, nor can Envy ſay 


He miſs d theſe many years the church, or play; 


He makes no noiſe in parti „ tis true; 

But pays his debts, and viſit, when tis due; 
His character and gloves are ever clean, 

A r | 
— IIS Airs wid, 

hs ors fecha thiemett adennred chic?,. 
Patient of idllencis. beyond belief, 

Moſt charitably lends the town his ſace, 

For ornament, in ev'ry public place ; 

As ſure as cards, he to th' aſſembly comes, 
And is the furniture of drawing rooms. 

When ombre calls, his hand and heart are free, 
And, join'd to two, he fails not—to make three. 
Nareiſſus is the glory of his trace: 

For who does nothing with a better grace! 

| To deck my liſt, by nature were defign'd 

Such ſhining expletives of human kind, | 
Who want, while thro' blank life they dream along, 


Senſe to be right, and paſſion to be wrong. 


To counterpoiſe this hero of the mode, 
Some for renown are ſingular and odd; 
What other men dillike, is ſure to pleaſe 


ot all mankind theſe dear Autipodes ; 


Thro pride, not malice, they run counter ſtil}, 
Aud bizth-days are their days of drefling ill 
12 


de ſhews en holidays a facred pin, 
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Arb——t is a fool, and 5 a fage, 

Su will fright you, E——— engage: 

Stones mount, and 8 is the worſt of friends. 

They take their reſt by day, and wake by night, 

And bluſh if you ſurpriſe them in the right; 

If they by chance blurt out, cre well aware, 

A fwan is white, or Q——y is fair. 
Nothing «exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 

A fool in faſhion, but a fool that's out ; 

His paſſion. for abfurdity's fo ſtrong, 

He cannot bear a rival in the wrong. 

Tho wrong the mode, comply; more ſenſe is ſhown 

In wearing others follies, than our own. 

If what is out of faſhion moſt you prize, 

Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wiſe. 

But what in oduneſs can be more ſublime 


— —— ——- FINER 
That painted coat which Joſeph never wore ! 


i: That touch'dtherufh, that touch'd Queen Beſs'schin. | | 


Since that great dearth ous choonicles deplore, 
Since the great plague that ſwept as many more, 
* Was ever year unbleſt as this?” he'll cry, 

It has not brought us one new butterfly ?” 
In times that ſuſſer ſuch leazn'd men as theſe, 
Unhappy J—y! how came you to pleaſe ? 

Net gat: dy butterflies are Lico's game; 

Bur, in effect, his chace is much the ſame. 
Warm in puriuit, he levees all the great, 
Stanch to the foot of title aud eftate. 
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or Lico, or their ſhadows lag behind; 

He ſets them ſure, where · e er their locdibips run, 

Cloſe at their elbows as a morning: dun; 

As if their grandeur, by cuntagion, wrought, 

And Fame was, like a fever, to be caught: 

But after ſeven years dance from place to place, 

The * Dane is more familiar with his Grace. | 
Who'd be a crutch to prop a rotten peer; 

Or living pendant, dangling at his ear, 

For ever whiſp'ring ſecrets, which were blown 

For months before, by trumpets, thro' the town 2 
Who'd be a glaſs, with flattering grimace, 

Still to reflect the temper of his face; 

Or happy pin to ſtick upon bis fleeve, 

When my Lord's gracious, and vouchſaſes it leave; 
To loll, or thump it, for his better caſe; 

Or a. vile butt, for noon, or night beſpoke, 

When the Peer raſhly ſwears he'll club his joke ? 
Who'd ſhake with laughter, tho' he could not find 


; His Lordſhip's jeſt; or, if his noſe broke wind, 


For bleſſings to the gods proſoundly bow, 

That can cry chimaey-ſweep, or drive a plough? 
With terms like theſe how mean the tribe that cloſe 
But what's the tribe moſt likely to comply? 

The men of ink, or ancient authors lie! 

The writing tribe, who ſhamelois auctions hold 

Of praiſe, by inch of candle to be fold. - 

All men they flatter, but themielves the moſt, 
With deathleſs fame, their everlaſting boaſt :. 

For Fame no cully makes ſo much her jeſt,. 


A Daniſh dog of the Duke of Argyll. 
; SY 1 
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ee ſhines in council, M—t in the fight, 
« P—L—m's magnificent ; but can write: 
* And what to my great foul like glory dear? 
Till fome god whiſpers in his tingling ear, 
And life is beſt fuſtain'd by what is ate: 
Grown lean, and. wiſe, he curſes what he writ, 
And wiſhes all his wants were in his wit. 

Ah! what avails it, when his dinaer's loſt, 
That his triumphant name adorns a poſt? 
Defends firloĩns, which ſons of Dulneſs eat? 

What foe to verſe without compaſſion. hears ? 
What cruel proſemag can refrain from tears? 
When the poor muſe, for leſ than half a crown, 
A proſtitute on every bulk in town, 
With other whores undone, tho” not in print, 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the mint? 

Ye Bards! why will ye ſing, tho' uninſpir d? 
Ye Bards! why will ye ſtarve to be admir'd? 
————— — 


A dedication is 2 wooden leg; | 
A barren labeo, ea 
Expoſes borrow'd: brats to move compaſſion. 
Tho” fuch myſelf, vile bards I diſcommend, | 
Nay more, though gentle Damon is my friend: 
* Is't then a crime to write? — I talents rare 
Proclaim the god, the crime is to forbear : 
For ſome, though few, there are, large · minded men, 
Who watch unſeen the labours of the pen, 
Who know the muſe's worth, and therefore court, 


Their deeds her theme, their bounty her ſupport; 


TN 


ö 


» Wo ſerve, unaſk's, the leaſt pretence to wit; 

ite: | My fole cxcule, alas! for having wric. 

E A true wit is fiudious to reſtore; 
And D——t files, if Phabus fmil'd before; 

7 E in years the long-lov'd arts admires; 
And Henrietta like a muſe inſpires. 

„ But ah! not inſpiration can obtain 
That fame which poets languiſh for in vain. | 

How mad theit aim ! who thislt for glory, ſtrive 
To graſp what no man can poſſeſs alive. 
Fame's a reverſion, in which men take place 
(o late reverſion!) at their own deceaſe. 


7 | This truth fagacious Lintot knows fo well, 
He ſtarves his authors, that their works may ſell. 
n, | That fame is wealth, fantaſtic poets cry; | 


That wealth is fame, another clan reply, 
| Who know no guilt, no feandal but in rags, 
And ſwell in juſt proportion to their bags. 
Vor ouly the low-born, deform's, and old, 
Think glory nothing but the beams of gold; 
4 Shall match the verieſt hunks in Lombard-ſtreet, 
From reſcu d candle's-ends who rais'd a ſum, 
And ſtarves to join a penny to a plumb. 
| A beardlefs miſer ! tis a guilt unknown 
a To former times, a ſcandal all our own. 
Of ardent lovers, the true modern band 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their land. 
I For love, young, noble, rich Caſtalio dies; 
: | | Name but the fair, love ſwells into his eyes. 
J Divine Monimia, thy fond fears lay down; 
1} No rival can prevail, but—half a crown. 
men, He glories to late times to be convey'd, 
Not for the poor he has reliev'd, but made: 
urt, Not ſuch ambition his great fathers fir'd, 
ort; When Harry conquer d, and half France erpir d. 
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He'd be a flave, a pimp, a dog for gain; 


May, = n thexidh, for his — 


d be a flave?” 
While lobe of glory ſparkles from his eyes. 

To deathlefs fame he laudly pleads his right ;— 
Juſt is his title, —for he will not fight. 

— ay wean all diuines have gyve:; 

As maids of honour beauty, —by their place. 
But. when, indulging on the laſt campaign, 

His lofty terms climb o'er the hills ef Hain, 
He gives the fe, he flew, at each Win word, 
A ſweet revenge, and half abſgives his fword. 

Ot boaſting more than of a bomb afraid, 

A ſoldier ſhould be modeſt as a maid : 
Fame is a bubble the reſeri'd eiſjoy; 

Who ſtrive to graſp it, as they touch, deſtroy : 
Tis the world's debt to deeds of high degree; 
But if you pay youritlf, the world is free. 

Were there he tongue to ſpeak them but his own, 
Auguſtus' deeds ums had ne er been known. 
Auguſtus' deeds ; iP that ambiguous name 
 Confounds my reader, and miſguides his aim, 
Such is the prince's wonth of whom I fpeak, 
The Roman would nbt bluſhi at the miſtakc. 
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SATIRE V. 


on E N. 


o faireſt of creation ? laſt and beſt 

Of all God's werks ! creature in whom excell'd 
Whatever can to ſight, or thought, be form'd 
Woly, divine, good, amiable, or fweert !. 


Nr reigns ambition in bold man alone; 
. * Soft female hearts the rude invader own. 
But there, indeed, it deals in nicer things 
Attend, and you diſcern it in the fais | 
Conduct a finger, or reclaum a hairs 
Or row] the lucid orbit of an eye; 
Or in full joy elaborate a figh. 
The ſex we honour, tho' their faults we blame; 
Nay, thank their faults for fuch a fruitful theme. 


| A theme, fair , doubly kind to me, 


Since ſatiriſing thoſe, is praiſing thee ; 
Who would'fſt not bear, tos modeſtly refin'd, 


| A panegyric of a groſſer kind. 


Britannia daughters, much more fair than nice, 


Tes fond of admiration, loſe their price ; 
Porn in the public eye, give cheap delighe 


To throngs, and tarniſh to the ſated fight. 
As unreſerv d, and beautcous as the fun, 


| Thro' every fign of vanity they run; 


Aſſemblies, parks, coarſe feaſts in city-halls, 
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Wells, bedlams, executions, Smithfield-icenes, 
And fortune-teilers caves, and lions dens, 
Taverns, exchanges, Bridewellls, drawing-rooms, 
Inſtalments, pi!lories, coro:: ations, tombs, | 
Tumblers, and funerals, puppet-thows, reviews, 
Sales, races, rabbets, (and ſtili ſtranger !) pews. 
Clariada's boſom. burns, but burns ſor fame; 
And Love lyes vanquiſh'd in a nobler flame: 
Warm gleams of hope the, now, diipenſes; then, 
Like April ſuns, dives into clouds again; 
With all ker lnflfe, now, her lover warms; 
Then, cut of oftentation, hides her charms. 
"Tis, next, her pleaſure ſweetly-to complain, 
And to be taken with a ſudden pain; 
And is, fweet foul! juſt as fincere in this. 
© how the tolls her charmirg eyes in fpight?! 
And looks delightfully with all her might! 
But, like our heroes, much more brave than wiſe, 
Zara reſcmbles /Ztna crown'd with ſnow: ; 
Without ſhe freezes, and within ſhe glows : 
Tuiee ere the ſun deſcends, with zeal infpir'd, 
From the vain converſe of the world retir'd, 
She reads the pſalms and chapters for the day, 
In—Clcopatra, or the laſt new play. 
Thus gloomy Zara, with a folemn grace, 
Deccives mankind, and hides behind her iace. 
Nor far beneath her in renown is the, 
Who, thro! good-breeding, is ill company; 
Whoſe manners will not let her larum ceaſe, 
Who thinks you are unhappy when at peace; 
To find you news, who racks her ſubtile head, 
And vows—That her great grand-father is dead. 
A dearth of words a woman need not fear, 
But tis a taſk indeed to lcarn to hear. 
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Tn that the ſkill of converſation lyes; 


| That ſhows, or makes you both polite ar d wiſe. 


Zantippe cries, ©* Let nymphs who nought can fay, 


« Be loſt in ſilence, and reſi a the day: 


„ And let the guilty wife her guilt canfeſs, 
« By tame behaviour, and a foft addreſs.” 
Thro virtue, ſhe refuſes to comply 

With all the dictates of humanity; 

Thro' wiſdom, ſhe refuſes to fubmit 


To wiſdom's rules, and raves to prove her wit: 


Then, her unblemiſh'd honour to maintain, 
Rejects her huſband's kindneſs with diſdain. 
But if by chance an il-adapted word 
Drops from the lip of ber unwary lord, 
Her darling china in a whirlwind ſent 
Juſt intimates the lady's diſcontent. , 
Wine may indeed excite the meckeſt dame ; 
But keen Zantippe, ſcorning borrgw'd flame, 
Can, vent her thunders, and her hightnings play, = 
Oer cooling grucl, and compoſing tea. 
Nor reſts by night, but more. figeere than nice, 
She ſhakes the curtains with her kind advice: 
Doubly, like echo, ſound is hex delight, Ry 
And the laſt word is her eternal right. 
lot not enough plagues, wars, and ſamines riſe 
To laſh our crimes, but muſt our wives be wiſe ? 
Famine, plague, war, and ag unnumber'd throng 
Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong: 
What black, what ceaſelefs cares beſiege our ſtate ? 
What ſtrokes we feel from Fancy, and from Fate! 
If Fate forbears us, Fancy ſtrikes the blow; 
We make misfartune, ſuicides in woe. 
Superfluous aid! unneceſſary (kill! _ 
Is nature backward to torment or kill ! 
How oft the noon, how oft the midnight bell. 
(That iron tongue of death!) with ſulemn knell, 
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Knocks at our hearts, and finds our thoughts from 
= Wa 
Men drop fo faft, ere life's mid ſtage we tread, 
Few know ſo many friends alive, as dead. 
Yet, as immorta], in our up-hill chace, | 
We pr.& coy fortune with unſlacken d pace; 
Our ardent la hours for the toys we ſeck, 
2K 
— 2 
Now what reward for all this grief and toil, 
But one? a female friend's endearing ſmile; 
A tender ſmile, our forrow's only balm, 
And, in life's tempeſt, the fad failor's calm. 
How have I ſeen a gentle nymph draw nigh, 
Peace in her air, perſuaſion in her eye; 1 
Vietorious tenderneſs ! it all o'ercame, = 
Huſbands look d mild, and ſavages grew tame. 
The fylvan race our active nymphs purſue ; _ 
Man is not all the game they have in view: — 1 
| In woods and ficids their glory they complete; 
There Maſter Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate; 
While fair Miſs Charles to toilets is conſfin'd, 
Nor raſhly tempts the barbarous ſun and wind. 
Some nymphs aſſect a more heroic breed, 
And vault from hunters to the manag'd gas, 
Command his with a martial air, 
And Fobert has the forming of the fair. 
More than one ficed muſt Delia's empire feel, 
Who fits triumphant o'er the flying wheel; 
And as ſhe guides it thro” th' admiring throng, , 
With what an air ſhe ſmacks the filken thong 
Graceful as John, ſhe moderates the reins, 
* 


* 
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befoltris-like, fuck charioteers as theſe 
| May drive fix harnefs'd monarchs if they pleaſe. 
They drive, row, run, with love of glory mit, 
| Leap, ſwim, hoot flying, and pronounce on wit, 
Der the belle-dettre lovely Daphne reigns; 
} | Vith legs toſ d high on her ſophee the fits, 
Vouchſafing audience to contending wits : 
. | Of each performance ſhe's the final teſt; 
one act read o'er, ſhe prophecies the reſt; 
And then pronouncing with deciſive air, 
July convinces all the town he's fair. 
Had lovely Daphne Hecateſſa's face, 
| How would her elegance of taite decreaſe! 
Some ladies judgment in their features lyes, 
And all their genius ſparkles from theie eyes. 
+ But hold, the cries, Lampooner! have a eure: 
- | Muſt I want common ſenſe, becauſe Fm fair ? 
» | Ono: ſee Stella! her cyes ſhine as bright, 
„i her tongue was never in the right; 
| And yet what real learning, judgment, fire! 
d She ſeems inſpiz'd, and can herſelf infpire : 
. | How then (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 
+» | Could Daphne.publith, and could the forbear ? 


* 
- 
— 


3 We gant that beauty is no bar to ſcaſe, 
3} Noris't a fandtion for unpertinence. 
| _ $cmpronia lik'd her man, and well the might; 


Nied of ev'ry virtue, grace, and art, 
d. } Thatchims juſt empire o'cr the female heart. 
He met her paſſion, all her fighs return d, 
Aud in full rage of youthful ardour buru'd. 
Large his poſſeſſions, and beyoud her own; 
Their bliis the theme, and envy of the town. 
The day was fn d, when with one acre more « 
— 2 28 
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The fatal ſequel I thro” ſhame forbear : . | 
| -Of piliddcomd ar'vics whos cue che. this ? x 
Man's rich with little, were his judgment tre; 
Nature is: frugal, and ber wants arc few; 
| Thoſe few wants anfwer'd bring facere delights, 
' But fools create themi#lves new appetites. 
Fancy and pride ſeek things at vaſt expence, 
Which relith nor to reaſon, nor to ſenſe. 
In Nature's narrow „ our folid joys, 
In Fancy's airy land of noite and ſhow, 
Like cats in air-pumps, to ſub6ſ we ſtrive | 
Lemira's fiek; make haſte, the Doctor call. 
He comes: but where's his patient? at the ball. 
And cries, © My Lady, Sir, is always fo. | 
* Diverſions put her maladies to ; E. 
% True, ſhe can't ſtand, but ſhe can dance all night, 
« Pre known my Lady (for ſhe loves a tune) | 
* For fevers take an opera in June: 
Aud tho” perhaps y-u'll think the practice bold, 
« A 'midnight-park is fov'reign for a cold: 
« With colics, breakfaſts of green fruit agree; 
« With indigeſtion, ſupper juſt at three.” 
A firinge alternative, replies Sir H—8, 
Muſt women have a doctor, or a dance ? 
© Tho' fick to death, abroad they fafely roam; 
| But droop and die, in perfect health, at home. 
| For want— but not of health, are ladies ill, | 
Alas, my heart! how languithingly fair 
Ton lady lolls ! with what a tender air ! 
Pale as a young dramatic author, When 


P 


3 
1 
N. 


Gu THE UNIVERSAL. PASSION. mr 
| Js her lord angry, or has Veny * chic} 


Dead is bet father; or the maſk forbid * 


« Late fitting up bas turn'd her roſes white.” 


went he not to bed ? < Becauſe tuns night.” 


' Did the then dance, or play ? © Nov this, nor that,” 


well, night ſoon ſteals away in plicafing chat. 


„ No, all alone, her pray'rs ſhe rather chote, 
« Than be that wretch to fleep till morning roſe.” 
Then Lady Cynthia, muſtreſs of the ſhade, 


Goes with the faſhionable owls to bed. 


| Her ſoul is filly, but her body's wile. 


And triumph in the bloom of fifty-five. 


To keep her word a brown. one-comes at night; . 
Next day ſhe ſhines in gloffy black, and then | 
Revolves into ber native red again. 


Like a dove's neck, ſhe ſhifts R 


And is ber own dear rival in your arms. 


| Nor finds that one, bus in her looking-glafs. 


Yet Laura's beautiful to ſuch exceſs, | 
That all her art farce. makes ber pleaſe us leſs. 


To deck the female cheek HE only knows, 


Who paints lcfs fair the lily and the rote. „* 


How gay they ſmile ' ſuch bleſſings Nature pours, 
Oer-ftock'd mankind enjoy but half her ſtores : 


u diſtant wilds, by human eyes unſeen, 


the reaes her flow'rs, and ſpreads ber velvet green. 


Pure gurgling rills the lonely deſert trace, 
And waſte their muſic on the ſavage race. 


u Nature then a niggard of her bliſs ? 


| Repine we guiitlefs in a world like this? 
FT 
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But ovr lewd taſtes her lawful charms refuſe, 
And painted arts deprav'd allurements chuſc. 
—U—ñů ñ᷑ — : 
An odd effect !) gives vapours to „ 
Green Sake, and — Guin, | 
And larks, and nightingales, are odious things; 
— 2 — £ 
And to be preſs d to death tranſports her quite. 
Where filver riv lets play thro” flow'ry meads, 
. 
ſhades, | 
Black kennels' aan. . 
And ſtops her noſe at beds of violets. 
Is ſtormy life prefer d to the ſerene ? | 
Or is the public to the private ſcene ? 
Retir'd we tread a ſmooth and open way; | 
Thro' briars and brambles in the world we ſtray, 
Stiff oppoſition, and perpicx'd debate, 
And thorny care, and rank and ſtinging hate, 
Which choak our paſſage, our career controul, 
And wound the firmeſt temper of our foul. 
O facred Solitude! divine retreat! 
Choice of the prudent ! envy of the great! 
By thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſhade, 
We court fair Wiſdom, that celeſtial maid : 
The genuine offspring ot her lov'd embrace, 
(Strangers on carth!) are Innocence and Peace. 
There, from the ways of men laid fafe athore, | 
We fmile to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar ; | 
There, blefs d with wealth, with buſineſs unperplext, | 
This life we reliſh, and enſure the next: 
There tco the muſes ſport ; theſe numbers free, 
ierian E love to thee. 
e 
Their ſacred faxce Amelia feels in town. 
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| Nought'but a genius can a genius fit ; 
A wit herſelf, Amelia weds a wit. 
intdutte? the” mitnates xe ford ww cents, 
| e 
n., beer; 
3 | Vith the fourth fun a warm diſpute aroſe, 
clight; 
te. 


on d'Urfey's poeſy, and Bunyan's proſe. 
-} And the fifth morn concluded the divorce. / 


| | Grncent with pains, face they've yeguted joys... 
With what welkacted tranſport. will ſhe fay, 
Well, ſure, we were fo happy yeſterday ! 
/ $0 groſs that cheat, it is beyond her pow'r. « 
L For-ſuch is or our weakneſs, or our curſe, 
| Or rather ſuch our crime, which ſtill is worſe, 
The preſent moment like a wiſe we ſhun, 
And ne'er enjoy, becauſe it is our own. 
Meaſures are few, and fewer we enjoy; 
| de ſtrive to graſp it with our utmoſt (kill, 
ce. in is eludes us, and it glitters ſtill: 
3 I ſeis d at laſt, compute your mighty gains, 
- F What is it, but rank poiſon in your veins? 
rplex'd, | As Flavia in her glaſ an angel ſpies, - 
| Fride whiſpers in her car pernicious lies ; 
be, Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a face fo fine, 
There's no ſatiety of charms divine: . 
I temper, and ſhe melts (fect foul) in tears. = 
K 3 | 
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She, fond and young, laſt week her wiſh 

In ſoft amuſement all the night employ d; 

The morning came, when Strephon waking found 

(Surpriſing ſight !) his bride in forrow drown's. 

What miracle, (ſays Strephon), makes thee weep? | 

* Ah barbarous man! —— — : 

ſleep?” | 

Men love a miſtreſs, as they love a feaſt ; 

How grateful one to touch, and one to taſte ! 

Yet ſure there is a certain time of day, 

We wiſh our miſtreſs and our meat away : 

Again our ſtomachs crave, our boſoms burn. 

Eternal love let man then never fwear; 

Let women never triumph, nor deſpair ; 

Nor praiſe, nor blame, too much, the warm, or chill; 

Hunger and love are foreign to the will. | 
There is indeed a paſhon more refin'd, 

But not of that unfaſhionable ſet 

Is Phillis : Phillis and her Damon met. 

Eternal love exactly hits her taſte; 

Phillis demands eternal love at leaſt. 

Embracing Phillis with foſt-ſmiling eyes, 

Eternal love I vow, the fwain replies: 

But fay, my all, my miſtreſs, and my friend ! 

What day next week th' eternity ſhall end? 

Some nymphs preſer aſtronomy to love, 

The fair philoſopher to Rowley flies, 

Where in a box the whale creation lyes. 

She ſees the planets in their turns advance; 

And ſcorns, Poitier, thy ſublunary dance. 

Of Defagulicrs ſhe beſpeaks freſh air, 

And Whiſton has engagements with the fais. 


* 


Turns out the ſtars, and Newton is a fot. 
To —— turn: the never took the height 
Of Satunn, yet is ever in the right. - 
She ſtrikes each point with native force of mind, 
While puzzled learning blunders far behind. 
to fight, and elegant ro thought, | 

great are vanquiſh d, and the wiſe are taught. 
Her breeding finiſh'd, and her temper ſweet; 
When ferious, eaſy; and when gay, diſcreet; 
In glittering ſcenes, o'er her own heart ſevere ; 
In crowds, collected; and in courts, ſincere; 
She takes a noble pride in doing good; 
Yet not ſuperior to her ſex's cares, 4 
The mode ſhe fixes by the gown ſhe wears; 
Of filks and china ſhe's the laſt appeal; 
ln theſe great points ſhe leads the commonweal ; 
And if diſputes of empire rife between 
Mechlin the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 


Tis doubt! 'tis darkneſs ! till ſuſpended fate 


Aſſumes her nod to cluſe the grand debate. 


Their emulation only in their dreſs? © 


But oh! the nymph that mounts above the ikies, 
Refulv'd the church's welfare to enſure, 

And make ber family a ſinecure: 

The theme divine at cards ſhe'll not forget, 

But takes in texts of ſcripture at picquet ; 

In theſe licentious meetings acts the prude, 
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What angels wou'd theſe be, who thus excel 

In theologies, could they few as well! 
Yet why ſhou d not the fair her text purſuc ? 
Can ſhe more decently the doctor woe? 
Of her religion, ſhould be barr d in that. 

Haac, a brother of the canting ſtrain, 
When he has knock d at his own ſkull in vain, ' 
With a dark text, ta light it at the fair. 
Such love for holy men in woman-kind'! 7 
Charm'd with her learning, with what rapture be 
Hangs on her bloom, like an induſtrious bee; 
* Hums round about her, and with all his power 
Ratradts fweet wiſdom from ſo fair a flow'r ! 
At nobler game, the mighty and the wiſe : 
By nature more an eagle than a dove, 
——— 
— what ſplendid miſery! 
Whatever fortune laviſhly can pour, 

The mind annihilates, and calls for more. 
| Wealth is a cheat, believe not what it ſays, 
Like any lord it promifes and pays. 
How will the miſer ſtartle to be toid 

Of ſuch a wander, as in ſolvent gold ? 
What nature wants has an intrinſic : weight ; 
Which, for one mie, charms the fickle vier, 
It charms us now, anon we · caſt anew; 
To ſome freſh birth of fancy more. inelin d: 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 
Mittaken lovers, who make worth their care, | 
And think accompliſhments will win the fas; 


i foe. 
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| The fair, 'tis une, by geniue(rankt be won, =» 


As flow'es unfold their beauties to. the fun ; 
And yet in female ſeales a foprgutweighs, 


Nought ſhines ſo bright in vain Liberia's eye 
As riot, impudence, and perfidy : 
. ned play'h, 


And kill'd his man, and triumph's o'er his maid; 


For him, as yet unhang'd, the ſpreads her charms, 
Snatches the dear deſtroyer to her arms; 
And amply gives (tho' treated long amiſs) 


| The man of merit his revenge in this. 


If you reſent, and wiſh a woman ill, 

But tur: her o'cr one moment to her will. 
The languid lady next appears in ſtate, 
Who was not born to carry her own weight; 
She lolls, reels, ſtaggers. till ſome foreign aid 

To her own ſtature lifts the feeble maid. 
Then, if ordiin'd to io fevere a doom, 
She by juſt ſtages journeys round the room: 


| To tale the Alps —thai is, aſcend the ſtairs. 
| My fan! let others fay, who laugh at toil; 


Fan! hood! glove! ſcarf ! is her laconic ſtile. 
And that is ſpoke with ſuch a dying fall, 
That Betty rather ſces than hears the call: 
The motion of her lips, and meaning eye 
Viece out th” idea her faint words deny. 

O liſten wich attention moſt profound ! 

Her vuice is but the ſhadow of a found : 


_ And help! O help! her ſpits. ace fo dead, 


One hand ſcarce lifts the other to her head. 
E, there, a ſtubborn pin it triumphs o'er, 
She pants! the finks away! and is no more. 
Let the robuſt, and the gigantic carve ; 


Liſe is not worth fo much, ſhe'd rather flarve; 
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But chew ſhe muſt heat, ah eruel fate! 
That Roſaliada can't by proxy cat. 
(Kind heav'n!) again the poiſon of their eyes. 
Thaleftris wiumphs in a manly mien, 
Loud is her accent, aui her phraſe obſcene. 
In fair and open dealing where's the ſhame ? - 
Whar nature dares to give, the dares to name. 
This honelt fellow: is firtcere and plain, 
(Vain is the rat tn perticoats aſſigu d, 
If wanton language ſhews 2 naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her claquence, 
By Jove! is faint, and ſor the ſumple ſwain, 
She on the Chriſtian ſyſtem is profane. 
But tho* the volley rattles in your car, 
Believe her drefs, the's not a grenadier. 
E thunder's awful, how much more our dread, 
When jove deputes a lady in his ſtead! 
A lady ? pardon my miftaken pen, 
A&A ſhamele&-woman is the worſt omen. 
Few to gan breeding make a juſt pretence, 
- Good breeding is the bloffom of grout fenſe; 
The laſt reſult of av accamplifiy'd mind, 


80 far their commerce 'with mankind is gone, 
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The gentle movement, and flow-meaſur'd pace, 
| por which her lovers dy'd, ber parents pray d, 
5 stiff forms are bad, but let not worſe intrude, 
Nor conquer art, and nature, to be rude. | 
| mR 
14 | Ye riding fair ! ye bloom of — ive! 
When high-born Anna with a ſoſten d fmile 
Leads on your train, and ſparkles at your head, 
What ſcems moſt hard, is not to be well-bred. 
And all, but adoration, is your due. | 
b alt, But adoration ! give me ſomething more, 
ar, | Cries Lyce, on the borders of threeſcore. 
| Nought treads fo ſilent as the foot of Time; 
'Tis greatly wiſe to know, before we're told, 
* Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 
| Memento mori to each public place. 
O how your beating breaſt a miſtreſs warms, 
Who looks thro” ſpectacles to ſee your charms ! 
While rival undertakers hover round, - | | 
2 And with his ſpade the ſexton marks the ground, 
I Intent not on her own, but others doom, + | 
L She plans new conqueſts, and defrauds the tomb. 
- In vain the cock has ſummon d ſprites away, 
She walks at noon, and blaſts the bloom of day; 
* Gay rainbow filks her mellow charms infold, 
E And nought of Lyce but herſelf is old. 
- | Her grizzled locks aſſume a finicking grace, 
And art has levell'd her deep-furrow's face. 
* Her ſtrange. demand no mortal can approve, 
' OWN. Ve'laſk her bleſſing, but can't atk ber love. 


Cruel by nature, they for kindneſs hate, 
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; be grants indeed a lady may decline 
_ (All ladies but herſelf) at ninety-nine. 
O how unlike her was the. facred age 
Of prudent Portia ! Her grey hairs engage; 
Whoſe thoughts are ſuited to her life's decline. 
Virtue's the paint can make the wrinkles ſhine. 
That, and that only can old age fuſtain ; | 
Which yet all wiſh, nor know they wiſh for pain. 
Not numerous are our joys, when life is new, 
And yearly ſome are falling of the few ; 
But when we conquer life's meridian ſtage, 
And downward tend into the vale of age, 
They drop apace; by nature ſome decay, 
And fome the blaſts of fortune ſweep away; 
Till naked quite of happineſs, aloud 
We call for death, and ſhelter in a ſhroud. 
Where's Portia now ?— But Portia left behind 
Two lovely copies of her form and mind. 
What heart untouch'd their early grief can view, 


The mind when turn d adrift, no rules to guide, 
Drives at the mercy of the wiad and tide; 
Fancy and paſſion tofs it to and fro; 

A while torment, and then quite fink in woe. 
Ye beauteous orphans! fince in filent duſt 
Your heſt example lyes, my precepts truſt. 
Life ſwarms with ills, the boldeſt are afraid ; 
Where then is fafety for a tender maid ? 
Uafit for conflict, round beſet with woes, 

And man, whom leaſt the fears, her worſt of foes! 
When kind, moſt cruel ; when oblig'd the moſt, 
The leaſt obliging; aud by favours loſt. "You 
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„ Fon your fame our ſex a blot has thrown, | 

| "Twill ever ſtick, thro* malice of your own. 

| Moſt.hard ! in pleaſing your chief glory lyes3 


And yet from pleaſing your chief dangers riſe. 
Then pleaſe the beſt ; and know, for men of ſenſe, 


* Your ſtrongeſt charms are native innocence. 
© | arts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 
. Fright him, that's worth your love, from your em- 
has brace. 
» } Tn fimple manners all the ſecret lyes; 
| Be kind and virtuous, you'll be bleſt and wiſe. 


Tour ſex's glory tis to ſhine unknown; 
kind” + 1 

| the fever of the mind! that thirſt 
* — 


| the age is eminently curſt. 
ew? by 10977. — | | 
2 And gbſtinence alone can quench the fire; 2 ö 
1 Take pain from life, and terror from the tomb, | 
aide, bine peace in hand, and promiſe bliſs to come. 
e. 


ray. FM 
SATIRE N 
1 
WO M E N. 
To the Right Honourable 
The Lady ELISABETH GERMAIN, | 


I SOUGH'F a patroneſs, but ſought in vain. 
1 Apollo whiſper'd in my car—* Germain.” | 
1 know her not—* Your reaſun's ſomewhat odd; | 

'« Who knows his patron now:“ reply'd the god. 
« Men write, to me, and to the world, unknown; 
Then ſteal great names, to ſhield them fogm the | 


| town. 
< Detected worth, like beauty diſarray d, 
4 To covert flies, of praiſc itſelf afraid: 
« Should ſhe refuſe to patronize your lays, 
<< In vengeance write a volume in her praiſe. 

Nor think it hard fo great a length to run; 
When ſuch the theme, twill cafily be done.” 
Ye fair! to draw your excellenee at length, 
Exceeds the narrow bounds of human ſtrength: 

You, here, in miniature your pictures ſee; 

Nor hope from Zincks more juſtice, than from me. 
My portraits grace your mind, as his your fide; 
He's dear, you frugal; chuſe my cheaper lay, 
And be your reformation all wy pay. 
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Lavinia is polite, but not profane; 
To church as conſtant as to Drury-lane. 
whe decently, in form, pays Heav'n its due; 


| And makes a civil. viſit to her pew. 
Her lifted fan, to give a ſolemn air, 
- Conceals her face, which paſſes for a pray'r : 


Curt'fies to curt"fies, then, with grace ſucceed, 
Not one the fair omits, but at the creed. 


or if the joins the ſervice, tis to ſpeak : 


Thro' dreadfut filence the pent heart might break : 
vntaught to bear it, women talk away. 
To Gop himſelf, and fondly think they pray. 
But feet their accent, and their air refin'd ; 
For they're befure their Maker, — and mankind : | 
When ladies once are proud of praying well, 
eas diefelf wall roll the para be. 
Acquainted with the world, and quite well-bred, 


| Druſa receives her viſitants in bed; 


But chaſte as ice, this Veſta, to defy. 


| The very blackeſt tongue of calumay, 


When from the theers ber lovely form the lifes, 


Theſe, charms are greateſt which decline the fight, 


There is no woman, where there's no reſerve ; 
And tis on plenty your poer lovers ſtarve. 
h a fierce thing, they call a nymph of ſpirit. 


Hark well the rollings of her flaming eve, 


* Or if you take a lion by the beard *, 

* Or date defy the fell Hyrcanian pard, 

« Or amd rhinoceros, or rough Ruſſian bear,” 
„ 22 with hes. 


* Shakeſpeare. | 1 
L 2 | 2326 
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This lady glories in profuſe expence, | 
And thinks diſtraction is magmificenee. * 
To beggar her gallant is ſome delight, 

To be more fatal ſtill, is exquiſite. 


Had ever nymph ſuch reaſon to be glad? 


In duel fell two lovers, one run mad. 


Her foes their honeſt execrations pour; 


Flavia is conſtant to her old gallant, 
And generouſly ſupports him in his want; 
But marriage is @ fetter, is a ſnace, 
A hell, no lady ſo polite can bear. | 
She's faithful, ſhe's obſervant, and with pains 
Her angel-brood of baſtards Me maintains: 
Nor leaſt advantage has the fair to plead, 

But that of guilt, above the marriage-bed. 
Amaſta hates a prude, and fcorns reſtraint; 
Whate'er ſhe is, ſhe'll not appear a ſaint: "HY 

Her foul fuperior flies formality ; 

So gay her air, her conduct is fo free, 

Some might ſuſpect the nymph not over-good— 
Nor wou'd they be miſtaken, if they ſhou'd. 
Unmarry'd Abra puts on formal airs; 

Her cuſhion's thread-bare with her conſtant pray'rs. 
Her only grief is, that ſhe cannot be 

At once engag'd in pray'r and charity. 

And this, to do her juſtice, muſt be ſaid, 

Who wou'd not think that Abra was a maid ! 
Some ladies are too beauteous to be wed, ' 
For where's the men that's worthy of their bed? 

If no diſeaſe reduce her pride before, 

Lavinia will be raviſh'd at threeſcore. 

Then ſhe ſubmits to venture in the dark ; 

And nothing now is wanting—but her ſpars. 
Lucia thinks happineſs conſiſts in ſtate ; 


| She weds an ideot ; but the cats in plate. 


3 of fortune which her foul polleſs, 
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She tries 2 thouſand arts, but none ſucceed : 

She's forc'd a fever to procure indeed. 

Thus ſtrielly prov'd this virtuous, loving wife, 

Her huſband's pain was dearer than her life. 
Anxious Melania riſes to my view, 

Who never thinks her lover pays his due: 

Mit, preſent, treat, ſſatter and adore ; 


As un-oil'd hinges querulouſly ſhrill : 

* You went laſt night with Celia to the ball.” | 
You prove it falſe. ** Not go? that's worſt of all.“ 
Nothing cam pleaſe her, nothing not inflame; | 
And arrant contradictions are the fame. 

Her lover muſt be ſad, to pleaſe her ſpleen ; 

His mirth is an inexpiable fin: 

For of all rivals that can pain her breaſt, | 
abt —— qt won, grey begs d 
To wreck her quiet, the moſt dreadful ſhelf 

Is, if her lover dares enjoy himſelf. 

And this, becauſe ſhe's exquilitely fair. 
Should I diſpute her beauty, how ſhe'd ſtare! 
How would Melania be ſurpris'd to hear 
She's quite deform'd! and yet the caſe is clear. 

What's female beauty, but an air divine, 
Thro' which the mind's all-gentle graces ſhine ? 
They, like the ſun, irxadiate all between; 
The body charms, becauſe the foul is ſeen. 
Hence, men are often captives of a face, 

They know not why, of no peculiar grace: 

Some forms, tho” bright, no mortal man can bear: 

Some, none refit, tho' not exceeding fair. 
Aſpatia's highly born, and nicely bred, 

Of taſte reſin d, in life and manners read; 

Yet reaps no fruit from her ſuperior ſenſe, 

But to be teaz d by ker own excellence. . 


| 


. R 


e? 


car: 


And pour d ſuch bleſſings that ſhe can't be bleſt. 
Ah, why fo vain, tho? blooming in thy ſpring, 


Thou ſhining, frail, ador d and wretched thing? 


Old age will come, diſeaſe may come before, 


* Fifteen is full as mortal as threeſcore. 


Thy fortune and thy charms may ſoon decay: 
But grant theſe fugitives prolong their ſtay, 


| Their baſis totters, their foundation ſhakes ; 


Life, that ſupports. them, in a moment breaks; 


| Then wrought into the foul let virtues ſhine, 


The ground eternal, as the work divine. 

_ Julia's a manager, ſhe's born ſor rule, | 
And knows her wiſer huſband is a fool ; 5 
That guides the lover to his fair - ones bed; 

For difficult amours can ſmoothe the way, 

And tender letters dictate or convey. 

But if depriv'd of ſuch important cares, 

Her wiſdom condeſcends to leſs affairs, 

For her own breakfaſt ſhe'll project a ſcheme, 

Nor take her tea without a ſtratagem; 


| Prelides o er trifles with a ſerious face, 


Important by the virtue of grimace. 
By nature born to ſoothe, and entertain; 
Their prudence in a ſhare of folly lyes; 


Why will they be ſo weak, as to be wiſc ? 


Byrenna is for ever ia extremes, 
And with a vengeance the commends, or blames. 
Curious of her diſcerament, which is good, 
the ſtraias too much to make it undesſt ddt. 
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Her judgment juſt, her ſentence is too ſtrong; * 

Becauſe ſhe's right, ſhe's ever in the wrang, 1 
Brunetta's wiſe in actions great and rare: 

But ſeorns on trifles to beſtow. her care. > 

Thus ev'ry hour-Brunetta is to blame, 

Becauſe th occafion is beneath her aim. 

Think neught a trifle, tho? it ſmall appear; 8 

And trifles life. Your cares to trifles give, 1 
Or you may die, before you truly live. 

Go becakfalt with Alicia, there you'll ee | | 
Simplex munditiis to the laſt degree. | 
une her fiays, her night-youn is uaty's, | 
And what ſhe has of head-drefs is alide. 
She drawls her words, and waddles in her pace; 
Unwaſh'd her hands, and much beſnuff d her face. 
A nail uncut, and head uncomb'd ſhe loves; 

And would draw on jack-boots as ſoon as gloves. _. 
Gloves. by Queen Beſs's maidens might be miſ d. 
Her bleſſed eyes ne er ſaw a female fiſt. 

Lovers, beware! to wound how can ſhe fail 
Wich ſcarlet finger, and long jetty nail? 

For Hy the firſt wit ſhe cannot be, 

Nor, eruel K-, the firſt toaſt for thee : 

Since full each other ſtation of renown, 
Who would not be the greateſt trapes in toon? 
Women were aade tw give our eyes delight; . 
A female floven is an odious fight. 

Fair Iſabella is fo fond of fame, 

That her dear Self is her eternal theme; 

*Fhro* hopes of contradiction oft- ſhe'll fay, 

© Methinks 1 look fo wretchedly to-day !” 

When moſt the world applauds you, muſt beware; 
*Tis often lefs a bleſſing than a ſnare. 

Diſtruſt mankind ; with your own heart confer; 
Had drcad even there to find a flatterer. 
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1 1 of others raiſes our renown ; 
own as furely blows the pageant down ; 
———— 
"But own I muſt, in this perverted age, | 
o moſt deſerve, can't always moſt engage. 
% far is worth from making glory fure, | 
| Itoften hinders what it ſhould procure. 
Whom praiſe we moſt ? the virtuous, brave, and wiſe? 
| No; wretches, whom in ſecret we defpiſe. 
3 And who fo blind, as net to fee the cauſe ? 
| No rival's rais'd by ſuch diſcreet applauſe ; 
| | And yet, of credit it lays in a ſiore, | 
| | 2 was wand — 
es. Ladies there are who think one crime is all; | 
face. | Can women, then, no way but backward fall? 
$ ſweet is that one crime they don't purfue, 
res... | Topay its lofs they think all others few. 
d. | Who hold that crime ſo dear, muſt never claim 
Of injur'd modeſty the facred name. 
| Bet cho thus : © What, railing without end ? 5 
* Mean taſk! how much more generous to com- 
mend! 
... 
I Hy kind inſtructor, and example too. 
2? e Daphnis, (fays Clo), has a charming eye: 
. ons pity "tis her ſhoulder is awry! | 
Aſpaſia's thape indeed—but then her ai 
© The man has parts who finds deſtruction there. 
* Almeria's wit has ſomething that's divine; 
* And wit's enough—how few in all things ſhine? 
. * Selina ſerves her friends, relieves the po. 
ware; © Who was it faid Sclina's near threeſcore? 
At Lucia's match I from my foul rejoice, 
er; | * The world coogratulates fo we a choice; 
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* His Lordſhip's rent-roll is exqecding great. 
« But mortgages will ſap the beſt eſtate. 
„ Un Sherley's furm might cherubims appear, 
s But then-—ſbe has a freckle on her car.“ 
Without a But, Hortenſia ſhe commends, 
The firſt of women, and the beſt of friends; 
Owns her in perſon, wit, fame, virtue bright: 
But how comes this to paſs. *—the dy'd laſt ni 
Thus nymphs commend, who. yet at fatire rail 25 
Indeed that's needleſs, if ſuch praiſe prevail ; 
On others! fame, thro? fondneſs for out own. = 


a4 4 = 
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Tor are not coronets akin to crowns ? 8 
Her greedy eye, and her ſublime addreſs * | 
You ſeek perfections worthy of her rank; | 


Go, ſeek for her perfections at the bank. | 4 
| — —— 4 
As fond of fivepence as the verieſt cit, 
And quite as much deieſted as a wit, 'S 
Can gold calm paſſion, or make reaſon. ſhine? 
Can we dig peace or wiſdom from the mine? 
Wiſdom to gold prefer; for tis much lefs 
To make our fortune than our happineſs. 
That happineſs which great ones often fee, 
With rage and wonder, in a low degree, 2 
Themſelves unblefs'd : the poor are only poor: 
But what are they who drgop amid their Kore? 
Nothing is meaner than a wretch of ſtate, 
The happy only are the truly great. 

Peaſants enjoy like appetites with kings, 
Could both our Indics buy but one new ſenſe, _ 
Our cnvy wau'd be due to large expence. 
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< not, thoſe pomps which to the great belong, 
e but poor arts to mark them from the throng. 
how they beg an alms of flattery! 
languiſh ! oh ſupport them with a lie! | 
decent competence we fully taſte 3 
RT me nt, and gives a conſtant feaſt : 
Kore, we perceive by dint of thought alone; 
he rich muſt labour to poſſeſs their own, 
bo feel their great abundance, and requeſt 
Their humble friends to help them to be bleſs'd ; 
un. Thee thiis weaſures, hear theis glory told, 
S | 
K 


aid the wretched impotence of gold. 
* great fouls ! and dach d with warmek 


divine, 

Give gold a price, and teach its beams to ſhine. 

All hoarded treaſures they repute a load, 

Nor think their wealth their own, till well beſtow's. 

Grand reſervoirs of public happineſs, 

Thro' ſecret ſtreams diffufively they bleſs z 

And while their bounties glide conceal'd to view, 

R our wants, and ſpare our bluſhes too. 
ſatire is my taſk, and theſe deſtroy 

gloomy province, and malignant joy. * 

me, ye miſers! heip me to complain, . 

blaſt our common enemy G——2n : 

our invectives muſt deſpair ſucceſs; 

er next to praiſe, ſhe values nothing lefs. 

© What picture s youder looſen d from its frame? 

3 Or is't Aſturia, that aſſected dame? 

2-4 We brighteſt forms, through affeQation, fade 
2 | - To ſtrange new things, which Nature never made. 
| | Frown not, ye fair! ſo much your ſex we prize, 

> We hate thoſe arts that take you from our eyes: 
n Albucinda's native grace is ſeen | 
[What you who labous at perfeQtion mean. 
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| But reign in thy own cup, exploded Tea! 


Short in the rule, and to be learnt with caſe, 
Retain your geatle Scher. and you muſt pleaſe. , 
And all the movements of the ſoft machine: 

To cect the baden and iaflame the bean: 1 
While one white finger and à thumb conſpire % 
To lift the cup, and make the world admire. 
Teal how I tremble at thy fatal fiream! A 
As Lethe dreadful to the love of fame. TR | 
What ſhades of mighty names which once have bee! 
An hecatomb of characters ſupplies 4 


Thy painted altar's daily ſacrifice. + | 
Hm, P——, Þ——, bend by thee, decay, A 
As grains of fineſt ſugars melt away, he 
And recommend thee more to mortal taſte: = 
Scandal's the ſweetner of a female feaſt. # | 
Apd thy revoltiog Naiads call for wine; 1 


Spirits no longer ſhall ſerve under thee; 


Citronia's noſe declares thy ruin nigh ; 
And who dare give Citronia's noſe the lie? 
The ladies long at men of drink exclaim'd, 
And what impair'd both health and virtue, 
At length, to rescue man, the generous laſs 
Stole from her conſort the pernicious glaſs: 
As glorious as the Britiſh queen renown'd, _ 
Who ſuck'd the poiſon from her huſband's wounds. 
9 I 
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- Ave there among the females of our ifle 
Suck faults, at which it is a fault to finile ? 
There ave. Vice, once by modeſt _— a, 


| And legal ties, expatiates unreſtrain d, 


Without this Decency held up to view, p 
Naked ſhe ſtalks o'er law and goſpel too. 

Our matrons lead fuch exemplary hves, 

Men figh in vain for none but for their wives; + 
Who marry to be free, to range the more, 

And wed one man, to wanton with a fore : 
Abroad too kind, at home tis fteIfaſt hate, 

And one eternal tempeſt of debate. 

What foul eruptions from a look moſt meek ! 
What thunders burſting from a dunpled check ! 
Their paſſions bear it with a lofty hand; 

But then their reaſon is at due command. 

It there whom you deteſt, and feck his life? 


Truſt no foul with the fecret—bur his wife. 


Wives wonder that their conduct I condemn, 


Aud aſk what kindred is a ſpouſe to them ? 


What charms of am'rous grandmothers I fee | 
And midi wu fe. 


Such dead devotion, ſuch a zeal for crimes, 


Such venal faich, ſuch mitapply'd applauic, 

Such flatter'd guilt, and ſuch in verted laws; 

zuch diffolutiou through the whole I find, 

'Tis not a world, but chaos of mankind. 

Since Sundays have no balls, the well-drefs'd belle 
Shines in the pew, but finiles to hear of hell; | 
and caſts an eye of ſweet diſdain on all, 
ppt 
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he once upon a time he miſbehav” 
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| The pure! the juſt! and ſet up in his ſtcad 


A deity that's perfectly well-bred. 
'F © Dear T- Lal be ſure the beſt of men; 
_ « Nor thought he more than thought great Origen. 


« Poor Satan! doubtleſs he'll at length be fav'd. 


Let prieſts do ſomething for their one in ten; 


It is their trade; fo far they're honeſt men: 
Let them cant on, fince they have got the knack, 
And dreſs their notions, like themſelves, in black: 
« Fright us with terrors of a world unkuown, 


From joys of this, to keep them all their own. 
| *Ofcarth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a ſee; 


gut then they leave our untith'd virtue free. 
* Virtue's a pretty thing to make a ſhow : 
Did ever mortal write like Rochefaucault ?” 
Thus picads the devil's fair apologiſt; 

Let angel-forms angelic truths maintain; 


| For what's true beauty, but fair virtue's face? 


Victue made viſible in outward grace? | 
She, tken, that's haunted with an impious mind, 
The more ſhe charms, the more ſhe ſhocks mankind. 
But charms decline; the fair long vigils keep: 
They fleep no more! Quadrille has murder d ſieep. 


© | * Poor Kp! (cries Livia) ; I have nat been there 


Yo 


* Theſe two nights; the poor creature will deſpair. 
© I hate a croud—but to do good, you know— 
© Aud people of condition ſhould beſtow.” 
Convinc's, o'ercome, to K—p's grave matrons run, 
Now ſet a daughter, and now ſtake a fon; | 
Let health, fame, temper, beauty, ſortune fly, 
And beggar half their race—theo' charity. 
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Immortal were we, or elſe mortal quite, 
I leſs ſhould blame this criminal delight: 
Bur fince the gay afſembly's gayeſt room 
le hut an upper ſtory to ſome tomb, 
Methinks we need not our ſhert beings ſhun, 
And, thought to fly, contend to be undone. 
We need not buy our ruin with our crime, 
And give Eternity to murder Time. 

The love of gaming is the worſt of ills; 
With cenicleſs ſtorms the blacken'd foul it fills; 
isvJ:hs at Heav'n, neglects the ties of blood, 
Þeitroys the por and will of doing good; | 
Kids hexith, pawns bonour, plunges in diſgrace; | 
and. what is ſtill more dreadiul—ſpoils your face. 

Sce yonder ſet of thieves that live on ſpoil, 
The ſcandal, and the ruin of our iſe! | 
An:} fee, (firange fight!) amid that rufian band, 
A form divine high wave her ſnowy hand; 
That rattles loud a ſmall enchanted box, 
Which loud as thunder on the board ſhe knocks. 


And as fierce ſtorms, which earth's foundation ſhook, } 


From olus's cave impetuous broke; 
From this fmall cavern a miz d tempeſt flies, 


Fear, rage, convulſion, tears, oaths, blaſphemies; 
For men, I mean,—the fair diſcharges none; 


She (guiltleſs creature !) ſwears to Heav'n alone. 

See her eyes ſtart ! cheeks glow! and muſcles furt 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. 
Thus that divine one her foft nights employs ! 
Thus tunes her foul to tender nuptial joys! 
And when the cruel morning calls to bed, 
And on her pillow lays her aking bead, 


Wich the dear images her dreams are crown'd, 


'Fhe die ſpins lovely, or the cards go round; 
Her happy lord is cuckol'd by Spadil: 
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r face. | 


And if ſhe's brought to bed, 'tis ten to one, 
He marks the forchead of her darling, fon. 
O ſtene of horror, and of wild deſpair ! 
Why is the rich Atrides ſplendid heir 
Conſtrain'sd to quit his ancient lorldly feat, 


Aud hide his glories in a mean retreat? 


Why that drawn fword and whence that diſmal cry ? 


Why pale diſtraction through the family ? 


And trembling ſervants from the tempeſt creep. 
Why that gay ſon to diſtant regions ſent ? 


What fiends that daughter's deſtin'd match prevent? 


Why the whole houſe in ſudden ruin laid ? 
O nothing, but laſt night—my Lady play'd. 

But wanders not my fatire from her theme ? 
Is this too owing to the love of fame ? 
Tangh, now, your hennts am hocen ang beflanr's,, 
"Twas, firſt, a vain devotion to the mode. 
Nor ceaſe we here, ſince tis a vice ſo ſtrong; 
The torrent ſweeps all womankind along. 


Mis may be faid in honour of our times, 


If fig you muſt, take Nature for your guide; 
Love has ſome ſoft excuſe ro-ſoothe your pride: 
Ye fair apoſtates from Love's ancient por! 
Can nothing raviſh but a golden ſhow'r ? 

Can cards alone your glowing fancy ſeize ? 


| Nuſt Cupid learn to punt, ere he can pleaſe? 


When you're enamour'd of a lift or caſt, 
r 
Why muſt ſtrong youths unmarry'd pine away ? 
They find no woman diſengag'd—from play. | 
Why pine the marry'd 0 ſeverer fate! 
They find from play no diſengag'd—eftate.. 
Flavia, at lovers falſe untouch'd and hard,, 
Tens pate, and wrembles at a crucl cad. 
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Nor Arria's Bible can ſecure her age; _ 
Her threefeore years are ſhuſſling with her pagey | 
While Death ſtands by, but till the game is done, 
To fweep that ſtake, in juſtice, long his own; 
Like old cards ting d with ſulphur, the takes fire; 
Or, like cuffs ſunk in ſockets, blazes higher. 
le gods ! with new delights inſpire the fair; 

Or give us ſons, and fave us from deſpair. 

Sons, brothers, fathers, huſbands, tradeſmen cloſe 
Jn my complaint, and brand your fins in proſe; 
Vet I believe, as firmly as my creed, 

In ſpite of all our wiidom, you'll proceed. 

Our pride fo great, our paiſion is fo ſtrong, 
Advice to right confirms us in the wrong. 

I hear you cry, This fellow's very odd.“ 
When you chaſtiſe, who would not kifs the rod? 
But Pve a charm your anger ſhall controul, 

And turn your eyes with coldneſs on the vole. 

The charm begins! to yonder flood of light 
That burſts o'er gluomy Britain turn your fight :. 
What guardian pow'r O erwhelms your ſouls with awe! 
Her dceds arc pa-cepts, her example law. 

Midſt empire's charms, how Carolina's heart 

Glows with the love of virtue, and of art! 

Her favour is diffus d to that degree, | 

Exceſs of goodneſs! it has dawn'd on me: 

When in my page, to balance numerous faults, 

Or godlike decds werc thown, or generous thoughts, 

She tmil'd, induſtrious to be pleas'd, nor knew 

From whom my pen the burrow'd luſtre drew. 
'Thus the majeſtic mother of mankind *, 

To her own charms muſt amiably bland, 

On the green margin innocently ſtuod, 

And gaz'd indulgent on the cryſtal flued ; 

Survey d the ſtranger in the painted wave, 

2. 
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SATIRE VI. 


S ROBERT WALPOLE. 


(ks ht ber, ths my lang rain, 
Smile, Walpole, or the Nine inſpire in vain. 


To thee tis due; that verſe how juſtly thine, 


Where Brunfwic's glory crowns the whole deſign ? 
That glory, which thy counſels make fo bright; 
That glory, which on thee reflects a light. 
— bags vow - 7. ogy 


I To give, and take a luſtre from the throne. © 


Nor think that thou art foreign to my theme; 
The fountain is not foreign to the ſtream. 
How all mankind will be furpris'd, to ſee 


This flood of Britiſh folly charg'd on thee ! 


Say, Britain, whence this caprice of thy ſons, 
Which thro” their various ranks with fury runs? 
The cauſe is plain, a caufe which we mult bleſs ? 
For Caprice is the daughter of Succeſs, 

(A bad eſſect, but from a pleaſant cauſe!) 

And gives our rulers undeſign d applauſe ; 
Tells how their conduct bids our wealth increaſe, 
And hulls us in the downy lap of peace. | 
While I ſurvey the bleſſings of our ifle ; 
Her arts triamphaut in the royal fmile, 

Her public wounds bound up, ber credit high, 


| Her commerce ſpreading fails in every ity, 


The pleaſing ſrene recalls my theme again, 
and fhews the madneſs of ambitious men, 
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Who, fond of bloodſhed, draw the murd' ring fond, 
And burn to give mankind a fingle lord. | 
The folkes paſt are of a private kind, | 
| Their ſphere is finall, their miſchief is confin's; 
But daring men there are (awake, my muſe, 
And raiſe thy verſe!) who bolder frenzy chuſe; 
Who, ſtung by glory, rave, and bound away; 


The Grecian chief, th' enthuſiaſt of his pride, 
Raves round the globe; he foars into a god! 
Stand faſt, Olympus ! and ſuſtain his nod. 

The peſt divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 

And thrives on mankind's miſeries and pains, 
What flaughter's hoſts! what cities in a blaze ! 
What waſted countries! and what crimſon ſeas! 
With orphan's tears his impious bowl o'erflows, 
And cries of kingdoms lull him to repoſe! 


Why want we then encomiums on the ſtorm, 
Or famine, on volcano ? they perform | 
And ſpread their deſarts in a day. 
O great alliance! O divine renown ! 
With dearth and peſtilence to ſhare the crown. 
When men cxtol a wild deſtroyer's name, 
Earth's Builder and Preſerver they blaſpheme.. 
Qne to deſtroy is murder by the law, 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe; 
To murder thouſands takes a ſpecious name, 
War's glorious art, and gives immortal fame. 
When after battle I the field have ſeen | 
Spread o'er with ghaſtly ſhapes, which once were men; 
A nation cruſh'd! a nation of the brave! 
A realm of death! and on this fide the grave! 
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Are tbere, ſaid I, who from this fad ſurvey, 
This human chaos, carry ſmikes away! 
d: | How honeſt nature fwelF'd into my eyes! 


E 
ſe; Of ſuch materials, fame and triumph, made! , 
. 3 How guilty theſe ? yet not lefs guilty they. 


prey. Who reach falſe glory by a ſmoother way; 
de, Who wrap de ſtruction up in gentle words, 
N | Who ſtifle nature, and ſubſiſt on art; 8 
| | Whocoin the face, and petrify the heart ; 
As marble poliſh d, and as marble hard: 
Who do for gold what Chiiflians do theo' grace, 
Wich open arms their enemies embrace 
Who give a nod when hroken hearts repine; | 
The thinneſt food on which a wretch can dine: 
| Or, if they ferve you, ſerve you dilincha'd, 
| And, in their height of kindneſs, are unkind. 
| Valpole, when men forget to copy thee. 
s | Here ceaſe, my muſe! the catalogue is writ, 
Tho' diſappointed thouſands juſtly blame 


n. Thy partial pen, and boaſt an cqual claim. 
u this their comfort, fools omitted here 
E.. May furnith laughter for another year. 
Then let Criſpino, who was ne cr refus'd - 
The juſtice yet of being well abus d., * 
: Wich patience wait; and be content to reign | _ 


The pink of puppies in fome future train. 
renn | How feience dwindles, and how volumes fwell. 

How commentators each dark paſſage thun, 
! a hold their farthing candle to the fun. 
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How torrur'd texts to ſpeak our ſenſe are . 


And every vice is to the ſcripture laid. 


— — — —  — 
His fins to Lucifer not half fo dear. 


How Verres is leſs qualified to ſteal 


Wich ſword and piſtol, than with wan 2nd ſeal. | 


How lawyers fees to fuck exceſs are run, 
That clients are redrefs'sd till they're undone. * 
How one man's angutth is another's ſport, 


And ev'n denials colt us dear at court. 


How man eternally falſe judgments makes; 


This ſwarm of themes that ſettles on my pen, 
Which I, like ſummer flies, ſhake off again, 


Let others fing, to whom-my weak eſſay - 
Dr 


That duty done, I haſten to complete 
My own defign ; for Tonſon's at the gate. 
The Love of Fame in its effects ſurvey d 
The muſe has ſung; be now the cauſe diſplay d: 
Since ſo di ſſuſi ve, and fo wide its fway, | 
What is this power, whom all mankind obey ? 
Shot from above, by Heav'n's indulgence came 


By large foul'd men, for thirit of fame renown'd, 
Wiſe laws were fram'd, and facred arts were found; 
Defire of praiſe firſt broke the patriot's reſt, 
And made a bulwark of the warrior's breaſt ; 
It bids Argyll in fields and ſenates ſhine. 
What more can prove its origin divine ? 
But oh! this paſſion planted in the foul, 
On cagle's wings to mount her to the pole, 
The flaming miniſter of virtue meant, 


Set up Alg gods, and wrong'@ her high deſcent. 


9 


men 
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b 
ot blots and beauties an alternate ſouree; 
Hence Gildon rails, that raven of the pit, 
Who thrives upon the carcaſſes of wit; 
And in art-loving Scarborough is ſeen 


And inta,qoxcombs burniſhes our fools; - 

And Newton liſts above a mortal height; 

That key.of nature, by whoſe wit ſhe clears 

Her long, long &crets of five, thouſand years. 
Would. you then fully comprehend the whole, 

Why, and in. what degrees, pride ſways the foul ? 

(For tho' in all, not equally Ce eigne), | 

Awake to knowledge, and attend my ſtrains. 

Ye doctors l. hear the doctrine I diſcloſe, 
As true, as if twere writ in dulleſt profe ; 
As if a lte d dunce had faid, © "Tis right, 


| And imprimutur uſher d it tp light. 


Ambition in the truly noble mind 
Vic fiſter-virtue is for ever join'd ; 


As in fam'd Lucrece, who with equal dread 


| Fromguilt, and ſhame, by her laſt conduct fied : 


He virtue long rebell'd in firm diſdain, 
Aud the fword pointed at her heart in vain; 
But, when the flave was threaten'd to be laid 
Dead by her fide, her Jove of fame obey'd. 

la meaner minds ambition works alone; 
lut with ſuch art puts vietue's aſpect on, 
That not more like in feature, and in mien, 
»The god and mortal in the comic feene. 
Falſe Julius, ambuſh d in this fair diſguiſe, 
Toon made the Roman liberties his prize. 


* Amphitryon. 
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No maſk in baſeſt minds ambition wears, 
But in full ligt pricks up her afs's ears; 
All I have ſung arc inſtances of this, 
And prove my theme unfolded not amiſs. 
Ye vain | deſiſt from your erroneous ſtrife ; 
Be wiſe, and quit the falſe ſublime of life. 
Our purpoſe good as our atchievement great; 
Where glory is our motive, not our end. 
. Would' thou be fam'd ? have thoſe high deeds is 
view | | 
Behold a prince! whom no ſwoln thoughts inflame; 
No pride of thrones, no fever after fame; 
And death in view to dear-bought glory fires; : 
Then crowns, then triumphs ſparkle in his fight; 
His people's bleſſings to their ardent king: 
His fwelling ſoul ſubſides to native peace; a 
From tedious Grandeur's faded charms withdraws, 
A ſudden foe to Splendor and Applauſe ; | 
Greatly deferring his arrears'of fame, | 
"Till men and angels jointly ſhout his name. > 
O pride celeſtial ! which can pride diſdain ; | 
O blcfs's ambition! which ean nc'er be vain. 
From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the f&y, 
In whoſe deep womb unfathom'd waters ly, 
In infant rills the Danube and the Rhine ; | 
3 j | 
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From the rich ſtore one fruitful urn ſupplies, 


Whole kingdoms ſiile, a thouſand harveſts riſe. 
In Brunfwic ſuch a ſource the muſe adores, 


Which yublic bleſſings theo' half Europe pours. 
— oe hd: ho: eee likes 


are rivals for the fame: 
can ſoft affedtions raife, 
nn Rake dana. 
Nos human rage alone his pow't perceives, 
int the mad winds, and the tumultuous waves 
In florms (Death's fierceſt miniſters!) forbear, 


And, in their own wild empire, learn to ſpare. 


Das, Nature's felf, ſupporting man's decree, 

Stiles Britain's ſovereign, Sovereign of the ſea. 
——— dy are 47 "oo 

And fported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 


bez u of what ſhe lov'd, aud prefs'd with fear 1 


Of ever loſing what ſhe held moſt dear, 

How did Britannia, like Achilles f, weep, 

And tell her forrows to the kindred deep; 

Kang o'er the floods, and, in devotion warm, 
What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm ? 

Our Palinurus 4 flept not at the helm; | 

Ms eye ne er clos'd; long fince inur d to wake, 

And out watch every ſtar for Brunfwic's fake. 

Iz thwarting paſſions toſi d, by cares oppreſt, 

le found the tempeſt pictur d in his breaſt. 

But, now, what joys that gloom of heart diſpel, 

No pow'rs of language — but his own, can tell; 

His own, which nature and the graces form 

cad; 


+ > tg iv agen dp Bev" # Hom. u. lib. 1. 
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SATIRE L 


ive applauſe 1 Bros, or to me. 
Backmore, (Sir Richard.) 
 __ __——-Cprchmen ſcripture, for the claſs, quit, 

Polite apoſtates from God's grace, to wit. 

VN. B. Virgil, Horace, Terence, Catullus, Tibullus, Pro 
pertius, Mani lius, Lucretim, Longinus. Ciceronis opera, 
Caeſaris comment. Homer, &'c. were publiſhed by 
Biſhop Hare, Dr Bentley, Dr Davis, Dr Clarke, Ur 

- Pearce, Ge. f 

S— 8's humour. a Steele (Sir Richard.) 

P—y's eloquence. Pulteney 

If at his title T— had drept Ris quill, &c. 

Dr Trapp, when profeſſur of poetry in the univerſity of 
Onford, wruce Pralectianes Poetica, Poetical Leftures, 
which were defervedly eſte emed; but upon his blank- 
verſe verſion of Virgil, volume the firſt, Doftor Evan 
of & John's college, Oxon, ſent the following diſtich: 


Read the commandments, Trapp, tranſlate no further, 
For there "tis written, Thou ſhalt do no murder. 

A. is dend, and B. with pomp raſtor d. | | 

This alludes to Mr Theobald's publication of a book, | 


intitled, Shakeſpeare Reſtor d, in oppoſition to Mr Pope's 
edition ef that author. 
C— dos Re ent- do. Chandos (duke of) 


—B-I-tcn. thy tafte is not fo true. Burlington, (Earl of) 

Not F—t—8"s ſelf more Parian charms has known, 

"Nor is good P-—b—he more in love with fone. 

Sir Andrew Fountain, and the late Earl of Pembroke, 
1 


(William, In, 


A KEY TO THE 


meren night with Lady B—"s hair. 


The venerable Counteſs of Briſtol. 


Fewer grave lords to S——pe diſcreetly bend. 


Er 


1 


Pal Diack, who gave name to a tulip, was an honeſt, ta- 
ping, old citizen of Landon, and a great ſtock - jobber. 
3 tar d upholiterer, &c. 
Tonſon (I icob) fitted up many libraries of gilt books fur 


Souch-Sea coxcombs, 17 20+ 
Orrery, (Charles Earl of) 


— Dorſet, (Earl of) the poet's patron. 
2 tottering. Duncomb. 
— the Stagyrite. —_ Ariſtotle. 
| Hence, D=—, that openneſs of heart. Dudingtom. 
e in wit, in breeding D—i—noe. 

SKanhope, Earl of Cheſtertield. Deloraine (Lord) 

S AT IRE III. 

— 1 — 5 ves unmerciſully keen. Lady Hepvey. 
Well, 7, da thou thy maſter fer ve. 

Heiddegges, director of the maſquerades. 


Sa ISS m7 


| While C—— mourns, &c. 


 Anthouy Collins, Eſq; founder of the feſt of Free · 
thinkers. 
—. who makes ſ» merry with the Creed. 
The fame A. Collins. 
. @ fool, and F—— 4 fie. 
ey will fright you E— engage. 
ier 


— is the worſt of friends. 
2 is fair. n 


| the foremo/i toyman of his time. 


Sloan (Sir Haus), alluding to his Mufacum, 
Unhappy F——z. Lady Jerſey. 
Bm ines in council, Mt in the fight : 
Palms magnificent, hut . —— can write. 


Boyle, (Charles), Earl of Orrery. Mordaunt, (Charles), 
Earl of Peterborow. Pelham, Duke of Newcaſtle. 


„ 
„ with zeal, 4 patron, and a friend? 
N 2 
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2 true wit is fledicss to reſtore: ' 

And D— ſmiles if Pheabus ſmil'd Mere. * 

Pom te, is years, the long-liv'd arts admires, 1 

.1n4 Henrietta like a muſe inſpires. | 
Harcourt (Lord Chancellor.) Argyll (Dake of.) Dt 
__ (Duke of.) Thomas Pembroke (late Earl of.) 

Lady Henrietta Cavendiſh Holles Harley. 

Charadtzr of Auguſtus, in the concluſion, applied to his late 
_ Miajelty, (George 1.) 


3 41 11 v. 


Foubert has the forming of the fair. 
Major Foubert, a Riding - maſter. = 
Sir N. Sir Hans Sloan, M. N 
The fair philoſopher to Rowley * flies. TL 
Lndy D—, Daſhwood or Dyſart. | 
* The late Mr Rowley, an eminent mathematical inftre» | M 
ment-maker, under St Duuſtan's church in Fleet-ſtreet. 


TFaAaATThE 
Zinck, the greateſt waiter in miniature, and enamel painy 


ing, in Europe. 
H——y the firſt uit. | Lord Hervey, 
Cruel R——9g. Duke of Richmond. 
H—, P——, —. Hervey, Pearce, Blount, (Ladies) | 
Cm=—— Collins (Anthony, tn 


7— E-, Archbiſh p Tillotſon's, and Dr Burnet's dofizinc 


— s heart, &c. 1 
Aknowieugment of the late Men's favours to the 


1 
. 
"_ 
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J think myſelf obliged to recommend to you a cone | 


fideration of the greateſt importance : and I ſhould 


look upon it as a great happineſs, if, at the begin- 


ning of my reign, I could fee the foundation laid 
of ſo great and neceffary a work, as the increaſe 
and encouragement of our ſeamen in general; that 
they may be invited, rather than compelled by 
force and violence, to enter into the ſervice of 


their couatry, as oft as occaſion ſhall require it: 


a conſideration worthy the repreſentatives of a 
tion. This leads me to mention to you the cafe 
of Greenwich-hoſpital, that care may be taken, by 
ſome addition to that fund, to render comfortable 
and effectual that charitable proviſion, for the 
ſupport and maintenance of our feamen, worn 
out, and become decrepit by age and infirmities, 
in the ſervice of their country. [SPEECH, Ju. 
a9. 1727-8. ] 


To 


92 Ocean's praife 
A truly Britiſh-cheme I fing; 
A theme fo great, 
I dare complete, | 
And join with Ocean, Ocean's king. 
| II. 
The Roman ode 
Majeſtic flow'd; | 
Ras and ſtrong ; 
In ſenſe, and found, +» 
Thebes rolf d profound; 
The torrent roar d, and foam'd along. 
| III. 
Let Thebes, nor Nome, 
So fam'd, preſume 
To triumph o'er a northern iſle ; 
Late time ſhall know | | 
X ercad Auguſtos deign to inne. 


w TOTHERING 


V. 
No former race, 
With ſtrong embrace, | 
This theme to raviſh durſt aſpire ; 
My foul it warms, 
And melts melodious on my lyre. 
| VI. 
My lays I file 
| With cautious toil : 
Ye graces! turn the glowing lines; 
On anvils neat 
Tuour ſtrokes repeat; 
At every ſtroke the work reſines! 
How muſic charms ! 
How metre warms ! 
Parent of actions good and brave! 
How vice it tames! 
And worth inflames ! 


And holds proud empire o er the grave! 


VIII. 
Jove mark d for man 
A ſcanty 
But lent him wings to fly his doom; 
Wit ſcorns the graves 
| To wit he gave 
The life of gods! immortal bloom! 
| IX. | 
Day after day, as years advance; 
Since, while liſe laſts, 
Joy ſuffers blaſts, 


„ _— : 
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X. 
Nor life is long; 
| But ſoon we throng, 
Like autumn leaves death's pallid ſhore ; 
We make, at leaſt, | 
Of bad the beſt, | 
If in life's phantom, fame, we ſoar. A 
| XI. . 
Our ſtrains divide 
| The laurel's pride; 
With thoſe we lift to life, we live; 
By fame enroll'd 
With heraes bold, 


courage 
« Riſe, the rao columns of hi throne: 
XIII. 
« How form'd for ſway ! 
Who look, obey; 
They read the monarch in his port; 
Their love and awe 
Supply the law; 
And his on luſtre makes the court.” 
| XIV. 
On yonder height, 
What golden light 
Triumphant ſhines ? and ſhines alone? 
Unrivall'd blaze 
The nations gaze! 
'Tis not the fun ; ns Britain's theene. 
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„„ TO THE EINS. 
Rear d high in air, 

Should tempeſts riſe, diſdains to bend; 
Derides the ſtroke ; 

XVI. 
Beneath them lyes, 

Fair Albion like an amorous maid ; 
To fly, like cagtcs, to his ſhade. 
XVI. 

The ſea, pour d out, : 

Immortal nouriſhment ſapplies ; 

And power and fate, 

Which Europe reads in George's eyes. 

XVIII. 
From what we view, 
We take the clue, 

Which leads from great to greater thing: 
Men doubt no more, 


Lathe Con make 4 noe lex hd uc clap thee hams | 4 
Pfal, xcvili. * : 


I. 
WEEE T rural ſcene 
Of flocks and green 
At carcleſs eaſe my limbs are ſpread ; 
All nature ſtill, 
But vonder rill ; | 
And liſt'ning pines = 


In proſpect wide, 


"The boundleſs tide ! 
Waves ceaſe go foam, and winds to roar ; 
Without a breeze, | 
The curling ſeas i 
Dance on, in meaſure, to the ſhore. 
III. 
Who ſings the ſource 
Of wealth and force ? 
Vaſt field of „and big war, 
Where wonders dwell ! 
Where terrors ſwell ! 
And Neptune thunders from his car ? 


Whom Pacan's ray 


What, none aſpire? | 


With voice and ſhell, to lift it high. 
VI. 
They ſpread in air, 
Their boſoms fair, 
Their verdant treſſes pour behind; 
The billows beat 
With nimble feet, 
2 
| VII. 
Who love the ſhore, 
- Let thoſe adore | 
Vie Od Os Wan, 
Parnaſſus' hill, 
And Orpheus ſkill ; 
But let Arion's harp be mine. 
VIII. 
The main! the main! 
| Is Britain's reign ; 
Her ſtrength, her glory is hef fleet ; 
The main ! the main ! 
Be Britain's ſtrain; 
As Tritons ſtrong, as Syrens ſweet. 
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alle” * 
And ſtorms deface ; 
The fluid glaſs, . 
In which c'er while Britannia fair 
Look'd down with pride, 
Like Ocean's bride, 
Adjuſting her majeſtic air? 
Xl. 
When tempeſts ceaſe, 
And huſh'd in peace, 
The flatten'd furges ſmoothly 2 
Deep filence keep, 
And {em to ſleep, | 
Recumbcut on their Oo bed; 
| XII. 
With what a trance, 
The level glance 
Unbroken ſhoots along the ſeas ! 
Which tempt from thure 
The painted oar, 
And cvery canvas courts the ht 


| XIII. 
When ruthes fourth 
The frowning North 
On black ning biilows, with what dread 
My thuddering foul 
Beholds them rowl, 
And hears their roarings o'er my head? 
| XIV. 
With terror, maik, 
Yon fly ing bark! 
Now centre-decp deſcend the brave; 
Now tois'd on higu, 
It takes the tky, 
A ſe athes on the tow ring ware! 
O 2 


360 e 
3 
In whirls profound ; 
Now whelm'd ; now pendent near the clouds; 
F Now ſtunn d it reels 
Midſt thunder's peals ; 
And now fierce lightning fires the ſhrouds. Th: 
= 
Al zther burns! 
Chaos returns ! | 
And blends, ties, ts Roe and Rice. | Ar 
No ſpace between 
Thy boſom green, | 
© deep! and the blue concave lyes. He 
XVII. 
The northern blaſt, 
| The ſliatter'd maſt, | 
The ſyrt, the whirlpool, aud the rock, Th: 
The breaking ſpout, 
T he ſtars gone out, 1 
The bciliag ſtrait, the monſters ſhock. Th 
XVII. 0 
Let others fear; 

To Britain dear 
Whate er promotes ber daring cha; 
Thoſe terrors charm, 

Which Keep her warm, | 
lu chace of huncit gain or fame. 1 
XIX. 9 
The ſtars are bright 
To chear the night, 
And ſhed, thro' ſhadows, temper'd fire; 
And FPhebus ry 
With burnith'd beams, "3 | 
Which ſome adore, and all admire. Th 
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15 . 
Are then the ſeas 
Outſhone by thele ? 
Bright Thetis! thou art not outſhone ; 
With kinder beams, 
And ſofter gleams, 
Thy boſom wears them as thy own. 
XXI. 
There, ſet in green, 
Gold- ſtars are ſeen, 
A mantle rich | thy charms to wrap; 
And when the fun 
His race hath run, 


He falls enamour'd in thy lap. 


XXII. 
Thoſe clouds whoſe dyes 
Adorn the ſkies, | 
That ſilver ſnow, that pearly rain, 
Has Phoebus ſtole 
; To grate the pole, 
The plunder of th' invaded main 
XXIII. 
The gaudy bow, 
Whote colours glow, 
Wlok arch with fo much {kill is bene, 
10 Phebus' ray, 
Which paints ſo gay, 
By thce the wat'ry woof was lent. 
BS. n 
In chambers deep, 
Where waters ſleep, 


What unknown treatures pave the floor ! 


The pearl in rows % 
Pale luſtre throw: ; | 
The wealth immenſe, which. ſtorms devour. 
0 3 


102 en 
XXV. 

From Indian mines 

Wich proud deſigus 


The merchant fwoln, digs golden ore: 


The tempeſts rife, 
And ſeize the prize, 


XXVI. 
His ſon complains 
In pious ſtrains, 
« Ah! cruel thirſt of gold, he cries; 
Then ploughs the main, 
In zral for gain, | 
The tcars yet ſwelling in his eyes. 
K 
Thou wat'ry vaſt! 
| What mounds are caft 
To bar thy dreadful flowings ober? 
Thy proudeſt foam 
Muit know its home; 
But rage of gold diſdains a ſhore. 
XXVIII. 
Gold pleaſure buys; 
But plcaſure dies, 
Too foun the grofs fruition cloys; 
Tho' raptures court, 
The ſenſe is ſhort ; 
But Virtue kindles living joys ; 
| XXIX. 
Joys felt alone! 
Joys aſk'd of none! 


Which Time's and Fortune's arrows miſs; 


Joys that ſubſiſt, 
'Tho' fates reſiſt, 


An unprecarivus, endleſs bliſs ! A, 


To 
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XXX. 
The foul refin'd 
Io maſt enclin'd 
To every moral exceilence : 
All vice is dull, 
A knave's a fool; 
And Virtue is the child of Senſe. 
XXXE. . 
The virtuous mind, 
Nor wave, nor wind, 
Nor civil rage, nor tyrant's frown, 
The ſhaken ball, 
Nor plauets' fall, 
From its firm baſis can dethrone. 
: XXXII. 
This Britain knows, 
And therefore glows - 
With gen'rous paſſions, and expend: 
Her wealth and zcal 
Op public weal, | 
And brighteas both by godlike end. 
XXXIII. 
What end ſo great, 
As that which late 
Awoke the genius of the main, 
Which tow'ring rote, 
With Georye to cloſe, 
And rival great Eliza's reign! 
XXXIX. 
A voice has fluwn 
From Britain's throne, 
To re-inflame a grand deſign; 
hat voice all rear 
Yon favriec fair, 
As Nature's roſe at the Divine. 


* A new fund for Greenwich hoſpital recommended from 
the thrones * 


And ſhouted O er the riting ball; 
For ſtrains as lugh 
As man's can ſly, 
XXXVI. 
From boiſt' rous ſeas, 
The lap of eaſe 
High domes aſcend! 
_  Stretch'd arches bend! 3 
Proud columns fwell! wide gates unfold! 
XXXVII. 
Here, ſoft-reclin d, 
From wave, from wind, 
And Fortune's tempeſt ſafe aſhore, 
To cheat their care, ; 


Of former 8 
8 22 
In lengthen d tales, 
Our fleet prevails; 
In tales, the lenitives of age! 
And v'er the bowl, 
They fire the ſoul 
Of liſt' ning youth to martial rage. 
| XXXIX. 
Unhappy they ! 
And failcly gay! 
Who batk for cver in ſucceſs ; 
A A cunſtant feaſt 
Quite palls the taſte, 
And long enjoyment is diſtreſs. 


— 
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XL. 
When, aſter toil, 
His native ſoil 
The panting mariner regains, 
What trauſport flows 
From bare repoſe ! 
We rcap our pizaſures from our pains. 
XL I. | 
Ye warlike flaiu ! 
Beneath the main, 
Wrapt in a wat'ry winding-ſheet ; 
Who bought with blood 
Your country's good, 
Your country's * full-blown glory great. 
XIII. 
What pow'rful charm 
Can death diſarm ? | 
Your long, your iron flumbers break? 
By Jove, by Fame, 
| by 3-orge's name, 
Awake! awake! awake! awake! 
| XLIII. 
With ſpiral ſhell, 
Fult-biaſtcd tell, | 


| That ai! your wat'ry realms ſhould ring: 


Your pearl ajcoves, / 
Your coral groves, 
Should echo theirs, and Britain's king. 
| XLIV. 
As long as ſtars 
Guide mariners, 
As Carolina's virtues pleaſe, 
Or ſuns invite 
The raviſh'd fight, 
The Eritiſh Gag all fweep the ſeas. 


* Written ſoon after King George L's — 
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XI. v. 
Peculiar both ! 

Our ſoil's ſtrong growth, 
And our bold natives' hardy mind; 
Sure Heav'a beſpoke 
Our hearts aud oak, 

To give a maſter to mankind. 
— eaor, : 
Of foreſts fair that daughter proud, 
Jo foreign coaſts 
Our grandeur boaſts, 
And Britain's pleaſure ſpeaks aloud : 
XLVII. 
Now big with war, 
Sends fate from far, 
If rebel realms their fate demand ; 
Now, ſumptuous ſpoils 
Of foreign ſoils 
Pours in the boom of our land. 
XLVIII. 
Hence, Britain lays 
In ſcales, and weighs 
The fates of kingdoms, and of kings; 
And as ſhe frowns 
Or ſmiles, on crowns 
A night, or day of glory ſprings. 
XLIX. 
Thus ocean fwells 
The ſtreams and rills, | 
And to their borders lifts them high; 
Or clic withdraws 


And leaves their famiſh'd channels dry. 
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IDEDICATION. 
To. 
[i YOLTALE. 


J. 


Y muſe, a bird of paſſaſh, flies | 
From frozen climes to milder ſkies; 


M 


[milling laſts de St, thy chearing beam, 


A beam of favour, here deny'd; 
Conſcious of faults, her bluſhing pride 
- Hoyes an aſylum in fo great a name. 

II. 


To dive full deep in ancient days, 

The warrior s ardent deeds to raiſe, 

And monarchs aggrandize ;—the glory, thine; 
Thine is the drama, how renown u! 

Thine, Epic's loftier trump to found; —— 
2 

| HE. 

1 But where's his dolphin: Know'lt thou where 2 
May that be found in thee, Voltaire ! 

de thou from harm my plunge into the wave: 
How will thy name illuſtrious raiſe 
My finking ſong! Mere mortal lays, 

„ patronis'd, are reſcu'd from the grave. 

| W. 

„Tel me, fay'ſt thou, who courts my ſinile ? 
* What ſtranger ſtray'd from youder iſſe 

% ſtranger, Sir! tho' born in foreign climes : 

On Dorſet downs, when Milton's page, 
Vith Sin and Death, provok's thy rage, 


Thy rage provok'd, who footh'd with gentle rhymes ; | 


* Annals of the. Empire, Charles XII. and Lewis XIV. 
Vor. I. * 


»w. DEDICATION. 
V. 
Who kindly couch'd.thy cenſure's eye, 
And gave thee clearly to defery 
Sound Judgment giving law to Fancy ſtrong ; 
Who half inelin'd thee to confeſs,  F- 
Nor could thy modeſty do leſa, 
That Milton's blindoeſs lay not in his ſong. | | 
VI. | 
But ſuch debanes long fince are flown ; | 
For ever ſet the ſuns that ſhone 
On airy paſtunes, ere our brows were grey: 
How ſhortly ſhall we both forget, 
To thee my patron, I, my debt, 
Had thee ts thine, for Preifte's grins hey. 
VII. 
The preſent, in oblivion caſt, 
Full ſoon ſhall fleep, as fleeps the paſt; | 
Full ſoon the wide diſtinCtion die between 
The frowns, and favours of the great; 
High- fluſi ꝗ ſucceſs, and pale defeat ; 
The Galle piety, and Brit 1 ſpleen. 
II 
Ye wing d, ye rapid moments! ſtay : 
Oh friend! as deaf as rapid, they; 
Life's little drama done, the curtain falls! 
Doſt thou nut hear it? I can hear, 
Though nothing ſtrikes the liſtening car; 
2 ETERNAL loudly calls! 
IX. 
Nor calls in vain; the call inſpires 
| Far other counſels, and defires, | 
Than once prevail'd; we ſtand on · higher ground; 
What ſcenes we fce!— Exalted aim! 
With ardors new our ſpirits flame; 
Azbition bleſs'd! with more than laurcls c 
I 


* 
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The Britiſh Sailor's Exuu Tart: 08. 


* 


I. 
JN iy Guns tus chaſk Gnlight, 
Who brave the foe, but fear the fight; 


| And bold in words, of arms decline the ſtroke : 


"Tis mean to boaſt ; but great to lend 
| To foes the counſel of a fricad, 
| | II. 


From whence ariſe theſe loud alarms ? 
Wh gleams the South with brandiſh'd arms? 
War, bath'd in blood, from curs'd ambition ſprings : 
Ambition mean! iguoble pride! 
| Perhaps their ardors may ſubũde, 
hen weigh'd the wonders Britain's ſailor fings. 
| III. 
Hear, and revere.— At Britain's awful nod, 

Haſtes the huge cak, or ſhadeleſs foreſt leaves; 
Spread canvas-wings, and fly through forms, 


And ride o'er rocks, and dance on foaming waves. 
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IV. 

She nods again: the lab'ring earth 
Diſcloſes a tremendous birth ; | 

n ˖ atons cons hes maiden ez; 
Thence, monſters. of cnormous fize, 
5 

N V. 

Theſe miniſters of Fate full, 

On empires wide, an iſland's will, 


| A a do—s de. {pow'rs! | 


And floods of flame, the tempeſt falls, 
When brave Britannia's awful ſenate jours. 
VI. 
In her grand council ſhe ſurveys 
In patriot picture, what may raiſe, 
Of inſclent attempts a warm diſdain ; 
From Hope's triumphant ſummit thrown, 
Like darted lightning, fwiſtly down 
The wealth of Ind, and cuniigence of Spain. 
VIE. 
mai Bends hoy eden has, 
And ſpares her nitrous magazine; 
Her cannon flumber, till the proud aſpire, 
And leave all law below them; then they blaze} 
They thunder from reſounding feas, — — 
Touch'd by their injur'd maſter's foul of fire. 
| VIII. 
Then furies rife ! the battle raves! 
And rends the ſkies! and warms the waves! 
And calls a tempeſt from the peaceful deep, 
ln ſpite of Nature, ſpite of Jove, 
White all ſerene and huſh'd above, 
Tumultuous winds in azure chambers ſleep. 
®* Houſe of Lords, 
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| 


| IX. 

A thoufand deaths the burſting bomb 
Rik froms kev GlamboweF@ wen; 
— giodes, in dvcad alliance jain'd, 


Red-wing'd by ſtrong, ſulphureous blaſts, 
Sweep, in black whirlwinds, men, and maſts ; 


And leave ſing d, naked, blood-drown'd decks behind. 


Dwarf laurels rife in tented fields; 
The wreath immortal, Ocean yields; 


| There War's whole ſting is ſhot, whole fire is ſpent, 


Whote Glory blooms ! how pale, how tame, 
How lumbent is 3clloua's flame 


| How her ſturms languiſh on the continent 


From the dread front of ancient War, 
Leſs terror frown'd; her ſcythed car, 


| Her caſtled elephant, and batt'ring beam, 


Stoop to theſe engines which deny. 
Superior terrors to the ſky, 

And boaſt their clouds, their thunder and their Name. 

XI. 

The flame, the thunder, and the elcud, 
The night by day, the fea of blood, 

Hoſts whicP'@ in air, the yell of finking throngs, 
The graveleſt dead, an ocean warn'd, 
A firmament by mortals ſform'd, 


| To patient Britain's angry brow belongs. 


XIII. 
Or do I dream? or do I rave? 
Or ſee I Vulcan's footy cave, 


in A SEA-PIECEHL 
XIV. 
Ye ſons of tna! hear my call ; 
Unfimifh'd let thoſe bawblcs fall, 4 
Yon, thield of Mars, Minerva's helmet blue: 
Your ſtrokes ſuſpend, ye brawny throng! 
Charm d by the magic of my ſong, 
22 —_—— aud attempt the trua 
XV. 
Begin : and frſt take rapid flight , 
Fierce flame, and clouds of thickeſt ni 
And ghaſtly terror paler than the dead; 
Then borrow from the north his roar, 
Mix groans, and deaths; one phial pour 
Ot wrong'd Britannia's wrath; and it is made: 
Gaul ſtarts, and trembles—at your dreadful trade. 


— deſcription of thouder. - 


C ws } 


J THE dkCona 33 
1 | | | 
rua . In which is the ' 
"=p Sailor's Pray & before an Engagement. 
N do form'd the bolt, ordain'd to bre 
Gaul's haughty plan, and Bourbon ſhake; 
| F Britain's crimes ſupport not Britain's foes, | 
7 And edge their fwords : O Pow'r Divine! 
| bleſs'd by Thee the bold deſign, 
I Embattled hoſts a fingle arm o erthrows. 
II. | 
Ye warlike dead, who fell of old 
In Britain's cauſe, by Fame enroll d 


| ladeathlefs annal! deathleſs deeds infpire ; 
| From vozy beds, for Britain's fake, 
Awake, illuſtrious chiets! awake; 
e 8 Wa 
The day commiſſion d from above, 
Our worth to weigh, cur hearts to prove, 
E war's full ſhock too feeble to ſuſtain ; 
Or firm to ſtand its final blow, 
When vital ſtreams of blood ſhall flow, 
And turn to crimion the diſcolpur'd main, 
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Tv. | 
That day's arriv'd, that fatal hour !—. 
Hear us, O hear, Almighty Pow'r! 
Our guide in counſel, and our ſtrength in fight ! 
* Now War's important dic is thrown, 
If left the day to man alone, 
Ho blind is wiidom, and how weak is might! 
V. 
Let proſtrate hearts, and awful fear, 
And deep remorſe, and ſighs ſincere 
« For Britain's guilt, the wrath divine appeaſe; 
« A wrath, more formidable far, 
© Than angry Nature's waſteful war, 
The whirl of tempeſts, and the roar of ſeas. 
From out the deep to Thee we-cry, 
* To Thee, at Nature's help on high! 
„ Steer Thou our conduct, dread Omnipotencte 
To Thee for ſuceour we reſort; 
„Thy favour is our only port; 
%: Our enly rock of aiety thy defence. 
* VII. | 
0 Thon, to whom the lions roar, 
« And, not unheard, thy boon implore ! 
Thy throne our burſts of cannon loud invoke: 
+ Thou canſt arreſt the flying ball; 
* Or fend it back, and bid it fall 
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on thoſe, from whoſe proud deck the thunder broke. | 


VIII. 
«© Rritain, in vain, extends her care 
| « Tockmes remote *, for aids in war; 
Still farther muſt it ſtretch to cruſh the foe; 
There's one alliance, one alone, 
ag Can crown her arms, or fix her throne; 
* And that alliance is not found below. 
* Ruſſia. 


ght ! 


ght! 


* 


A 8 E A-P I E C E up 
of IX. | 
Aly Supreme! we turn to Thee; 
We learn obcdience from the ſea; 
® With ſeas, and winds. henceforth, thy laws fulfil; 
« "Tis thine our blood to freeze, or warm; 
« To rouze, or huſh the martial form, 
W 


4 e e, ee 
« Or queach the glories of a crown ; 


_ «Tis thine to doom, 3 5 


4 Or turn aſide his levelFd 
. 
* There we caſt anchor, we coniide in Thee. 
XI. 
Thau, who haſt taught the north to roar, 
And ſtreaming lights nocturnal pour, 


or frightiul aſpect ! when proud foes invade, 


Their blaſted pride with dread to ſeize, 
« Bid Britain's tags, as meteors, blaze; 
* And GronGs depute to thunder in thy ſtead. 
I 
1 
* Black, hovering clouds appall the wrong 


With dread of vengeance :—Nature's awful Sire! 


* Leſs than one moment ſhould'ſt thou frown, 
Where is puiſſance, and renown ? 


| © Thrones eremble, empires fink, or worlds expire. 


XIII. 
„et Gon r the juſt chaſtiſe in vain: 


Thou who doſt curb the rebel main, 


* T> mount the ſhore when boiling billows rave! 


* Bid George repel a bolder tide, 
* The boundleſs fwell of Gallic pride, 


| + And check Ambition's overwhelming ware. 


® Auzora Borealis. 


„ A SEA-PISCY. 
ag XIV. 
milder means 

« Ambition tan's — 
«< Regains her reaſou.; then, on angels' wings, 

** Let Prace deſcend, and ſhouting greet, 

** With peals of joy, Britanuia's fleet, 
Hor eichly freighted: it triumphant being . | 
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. Twick nam plan the future 
wood, | 

| Or turn the volumes of the wife and good, 

Our Senate meets; at parties, parties bawl, | 

And pamphlets ſtun the ſtreets, and load the ſtall : 
do ruſhing tides bring things obſcene to light, 

Foul wrecks emerge, and dead dogs fwim in fight; 
And Codrus' proſe works up, and Lico's ſtrains. 
Lo! what from cellars riſe, what ruth from high, 
Mere ſpeculation's rooſted near the ſky; 
all the garret thunders on the throng ! 

O Pupe! 1 burſt; nor can, nor will refrain; 

TI wite; let others, in their turn, complain; 
Truce, truce, ye Vandals ! my tormented car 
Leſs dreads a pillory than pampbleteer ; 

Ive heard myſclf to death: and plagu'd each hour, 
dan t I return the vengeance in my pow's ? I 
Thy pardon, Codrus ! who, I mean, but thee ? 
Pupe ! if like mine or Codrus were thy ſtyle, 

The blood of vipers had not ſtain'd thy file; 

Merit lefs folid, lefs deſpite had bred, 
They had not bit, and then they had not bled. 
Fame is a public miſtreſs, none enjoys, | 


} Jt more or lefs his rival's peace deſtroys. 
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With Fame in juſt proportion Envy grows; 
The man that makes a character, makes foes : 
Slight, peeviſh inſets round a genius riſe, 

As a bright day awakes the world of flies; 
With hearty malice, but with feeble wing, 
(To ſhew they live) they flutter and they ſting: 
But as by depredations waſps proclaim 

"The faireſt fruit, fo theſe the faireſt fame. 

Shall we not cenſure all the motly train, 
Whether with ale irrigunus, or Champagne? 
Whether they tread the vale of proſe, or climb, 
And whet their appetites on cliffs of rhime; 

The college floven, or embroider'd ſpark, 

The purple prelate, or the pariſh-clerk, 

The quiet Dridnunc, or demanding prig, 

'The plaintiff Tory, or defendant Whig; 

Rich, poor; male, female, young, old, gay or fad, 
Whether extremely witty, or quite mad; 
Profoundly dull, or ſhallowly polite ; 

Men that read well, or men that only write; 
Whether peers, porters, tailors, tune their reeds, 
And meaſuring words to meaſuring thapes ſucceeds: 
For batkrupts write when ruin'd ſhops are ſhut, | 
As magzots crawl-from out a periſh'd nut. 

His hammer this, and that his trowel quits; 

By thriving men ſubfiſts each other trade, 
Oft every broken craft a writcr's made: 
Thus his matenal, paper, takes its birth, 

From tatter'd rags of all the ſtuff on earth. 

Hail, fruitful 'fle! to thee alone belong 
Millions of wits, and bre kers in old ſung; 

Thee well a land of liberty we name, 

Where all are free to ſcandal and to ſhame : 

Thy ſons by print may ſet their hearts at caſe, 
And be mankind's contempt whene'er they pleaſe; 


Like trodden filth, their vile and abject ſenſe 
| Their heavy proſe our injur'd reaſon tires, 
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b unpereriv d, but when it gives offence. 


Their verſe immoral kindles loofe defires ; 

Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime; 

Our ſport and pity, puniſhment and crime. 
Whar glorious motives urge our authors on, 


1 Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ? 


One loſes his eſtate, and down he fits, 
To ſhew: (in vain ) he ſtill retains his wits. 


Another marrics, and his dear proves keen, 


He writes as an Hypnotic for the ſpleen. 
Some write confin'd by phyſic, fome by debt, 
Some for tis Sunday, ſome becauſe tis wet: 


| Theo? private pique ſome do the public right, 


And love their king and country out of ſpight. 
Another writes becauſe his father writ, 
And proves himſelf a baſtard by his wit. 
Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound? 
Neither : why write then ? he wants twenty pound. 


II belly, not his brains this impulſe give; 


Hell grow immortal, for he cannot live. 

Fe rubs his awful front, and takes his ream, 
Nah no proviſion made but of his theme; 
Perhaps a title has his fancy fmit, 

Ora quaint motto, which he thinks has wit. 


| He writes, in inſpiration puts his truſt; 


r OY 


| And who by labour would diſtruſt his friends? 


Thus having reaſon d with conſummate ikill, 
I immortality he dips his quill; 
Aud fince blank paper is deny'd the preſs, 


| lie mingles the whole alphabet by guels, 
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In various ſets, which various words compoſe, 
So ſounds ſpontaneous from the Sybil broke, 

Dark to herſelf the wonders which ſhe ſpoke ; 
'The priefts found out the meaning if they could, 
And nations ſtar d at what none underftood. + | 

Clodio dreſs d, danc'd, drank, viſited. (the whole 
And great concern of an immortal foul !) | 
Oft have I ſaid, © Awake! exiſt! and ſtrive 
« For birth! nor think to loiter is to live!” 
As oft I overheard the damon fay, 

Who daily met the loit'rer in his way, 

« Fit meet the youth at White's: the youth replies, 
« I'll meet thee there; and falls his Gerifice; 
His fortune ſquander d, leaves his virtue bare 
To ev'ry bribe, and blind to.ev'ry ſnare: 

Clodio for bread his mdolence muſt quit, 

Or turn a ſoldier, or commence a wit. 

Such heroes have wel all, but life. they ſtake; 
How muſt Spain tremble, and the German ſhake? 
Such writers have we! all, but ſenſe, they print; 
Ev'n George's praite is dated from the mint. 

In arms contemptible, in arts profane, 

Such fwords, ſuch pens, diſgrace a monarch's reign. 
Reform your lives before. ye thus afpire, 
And ſteal (for you eau fteal) celeſtial fire. 

O the jutt contraſt! O the beauteuus ſtrife! 
*P'wixt their cool writings and Pindaric life; | 
They write with phlegm, but then they live with fire; 
They cheat the lender, and their works the buyer. 

1 reverence misfurtune, pot deride; 

I pity poverty, but laugh at pride: 

For who fo fad, but muſt ſome mirth confeſs 

At gay Caſtruchio's miſcellaneous dreſs ? 
Tho” there's but one of the dull works he wrote, 
There's ten editions of his old-lac'd coat! | 


EPIST L E I. 163 


Theſe, Nature's commoners, who want a home, 


They make a private ſtudy of the ſiceet, 
And looking full on every man they meet, 
Run ſouſe againſt his chops; who ſtands amaz'd 


To find they did not fee, but only gaz'd. 


How muſt theſe bards be rapt into the tkies ! 
You need not read, you feel their extaſies. 
Will they perſiſt? tis madneſs; Lintot run, 
See them confin'd—* O that's already done.” 
Moſt, as by leaſes, by the works they print, 


Have took, for life, poſſeſſion of the mint. 
I you miſtake, and pity theſe poor men, 


Eft alubris, they cry, and write again. 

Such wits their nuiſance manfully expoſe} 
And then pronounce juſt judges learning's tucs. 
0 frail conclufion! the reverte is true, 

If foes to learning, they'd be friends to you. 
Treat them, ye judges, with an honeſt ſcorn, 
And weed the cockle from the generous corn: 
There's true good nature in your diſreſpect; 
In juſtice to the good, the bad neglect. 

For immortality, if hardtihips plead, 

I is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 

But, O! what wiſdom can convince a fool, | 


| But that tis dulneſs to conceive him dull? 


Tis fad experience takes the centor's part, 
Conviction, not from reaſon, but from ſinart. 

A virgia-author, recent from the preſs, 
The ſheets yet wet, applauds lis great ſucceſs ; | 
durveys them, reads them, takes their charms to bed. 
Thofe in his hand, and glory in his head, 
Tis joy too great, a fever of delight! 
His heart beats thick, nor cloſ- his cycs all night; 
Jut riſing the next morn to claſp his fame, 


| He finds that without Reeping he could drcam: 
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So ſparks (they fay) take goddeſſes to bed, 
And find next day the devil in their ſtead. 

In vain advertiſements the town oferſpread; 
They're epitaphs, and fay the work is dead. 
Who prefs for fame, but ſmall recruits will raiſe, 
Tis volunteers alone can give the bays. 

A famous author vilits a great man, 
Of his immortal work difplays the plan, 
And fays, Sir, Fm your friend; all fear diſmiſs; 
Tour glory, and my own, ſhall live by this; 
Jour pow v is fix'd, your fame thro” time cunvey'd, 
1 —— 
A ſtateſman has his anſwer in a trice; 
* Sir, ſuch a genius is beyond all price, 
What man ens pay for this 7*—Amay — | 
His work is folded, and his boſom burns. 
His patron he will patronize no more; 
But cuſhes, like a tempeſt, out of door. 
Loſt is the patriot, and extinct his name! 
Out comes the ptece, another, and the fame; 
For A, his magic pen evokes an 0, 
And turns the tide of Europe on the foe. 
Fe rams his quill with fcandal and with fcoff, 
But tis fo very foul, it won't go off : 
Dreadful bis thunders, while unprinted, roar ; 
But when once publiſh'd, they are heard no more. 
Thus diſtant bughears fright, but, nearer draw, 
Ihe block's a block, and turns to mirth your awe. 

Can thoſe oblige, whoſe heads and hearts are ſuck! 
No, every party's tainted by their touch. | 
Infected perſons fly each public place; 

And none, or enemies alone, embrace; 
To the ful fend their every pathon's ſold 3 
They love, and hate, extempore, for gold. 
| What image of their fury can we form 2 
, - Dulaefs and rage, a puddle in a ſtorm. 
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es in-geme? if you are plcas'd to buy, 


To fell your fails, like Lapland wings, they fly : 

Write they with rage? the tempeſt quickly flags, 

A ſtate-Ulyſſes tames em with his bags; 

Let him be what he will, Turk, Pagan, ſew; 

For Chriſtian miniſters of ſtate are few. 
Behind the curtain lurks the ſountain-head, 

That pours his politics thro” pipes of lead, 

Which far and near cjaculate, and fpout 

Oer tea and coffee, porſon to the rout.. 

But when they have beipatrer'd all they may, 


| The ſtateſman throws his filthy ſquirts away. 


With golden forceps, theſe, another takes, 


And ſtate elixirs of the vipers makes. 


The richeſt ſtateſman wants wherewith to pay 


A ſervile ſycophant, if well they weigh 


How much it coſts the wretch to be to baſe; 

Nor can the greateſt pow'rs enough diigrace, 

Enough chaſtiſe, ſuch proſtitute applauſe, 

well they weigh how much it ſtains their cauſe. 
But are our writers ever in the wrong! 

Does Virtue ne'cr ſeduce the venal tongue? 


1%; if well beib d, for Virtue's ſelf they fight ; 


Still in the wrong, tho' champions fur the right: 

hoc er their crimes for intereſt only quit, | 

din on in virtue, and good dec ds commit. 
Nought but inconſtancy Britannia mects, 

And broken faith in their abandon'd ſheets ; 

From the fame band how various is the page 

What civil war their brother pamphlets wage! 

Tracts battle tracts, ſeli-contradictions glare; 

day, is this lunacy !—1 wiſh it were. 

If ch our writers, ſtartled at the fight, 

Feloas may bieſs their itars they canlot write! 
How juſtly Proteus tranſmigrations fit 

The mouſizuus changes of a modern vit! 
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Now, ſuch a gentle ſtream of eloquence 
A ſeldom riſes to the verge of ſenſe; 
Now, by mad rage transform'd into a flame, 
Which yet fit engines well apply d can tame; 
Now, on immodett traſh the fwine obſcene 
Invites the town to ſup at Drury-Lane; 
A dreadful lion now, he roars at pow'r, 
Which fends him to his brothers at the Tow'r; 
He's now a ferpent, and his double tongue 
Salutes, nay licks the feet of thoie he ſtung. 
What knot can bind him, his evaſion ſuch ? 
One knot he well deſerves, which might do much. 
The flood, flame, ſwine, the hon and the ſnake, 
Thoſe five-fold monſters modern authors make. 
The ſnake reigns molt; ſnakes, Pliny ſays, are bred, 
When the brain's periſh'd in a human head. | 
Ye groveling, trodden, whapt, ſtript, turnccat things, 
Made up of venom, volumes, ſtains and ſtings! 
Thrown from the tree of knowledge, like you, cuts d 
To ſeribble in the duſt, was frake the firſt. 
What if the figure ſhould in fact prove true: 
It did in Elkena, why not in you? 
Poor Elkena, all other changes paſt, 
For bread, in Smitl:;field dragons hifs'd at laſt, 
Spit ſtreams. of fire to make the butchers gape, 
And found his manners ſuited to his ſhape: 
Such is the fate of talents miſapplied, 
So liv'd your prototype, and ſo he died. 
Th' abandon'd manners of our writing train, 
May tempt mankind to think religion vain 
But in their fate, their habit and their mien, 
That gods there are is eminently ſcen. 
Heav'n ſtands abſolv'd by vengeance on their pen, 
And marks the murderers of fame frem men. 
Thro' meagre jaws they draw their venal breath, 
As ghaſtly as their brothers in Macbeth. 
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And oftner chang d their principles than ſhirt ; 
The tranſient veſtments of theſe frugal men 
Haſten to paper for our mirth again. 


| Too ſoon, (O merry melancholy fate!) 


They beg in rhyme, and warble thro a grate: 
The man lampoon d, forgets it at the fight; 


The friend thro” pity gives, the foc thro? ſpight ; 


And tho full conſcious of his injur d purſe, 
Lintot reſents, nor Curl can wiſh them worſe. 
80 fare the men, who writers dare commence 
Without their patent, probity and ſe ſe. 

From theſe their politics our Pridnuncs ſeek, 
And Saturday's the learning of the week. 

Theſe kibouring wits, like paviors, mend our ways, 

With heavy, huge, repeated, flat effays ; 
Ram thei#® coarſe nonſenſe down, tho ne er fo dull, 
And hem at ev'ry thump upon your ſkull. v4 
Theſe ſtauuch- bred writing-hounds begin the cry, 
And honeſt Folly echoes to the lic. 
0 how laugh, when I a blockhead ſee, 
Thanking a villain for his probity ! 
Who ſtretches out a moſt re ſpectful ear, 
Vith ſnares for woodcocks in his holy leer; 
I tickles thro” my foul to he the cock's 
Sincere encomium on his friend the fox, 
Sole patron of his liberties and rights! 
While graceleſs Reynard liſtens — till he bites. 

As when the trumpet ſounds, th' o'erloaded ſtate 
Diſcharges all her poor and proſligate; | 
Crimes of all kinds diſhonour'd weapons wield, 
And priſons pour their filth into the field : 

Thus Nature's refuſe, and the dregs of men, 


Compoſe the black militia of the peu. 


[ go } 
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From OXFORD. 
LL write at London; ſhall the rage abate 


Here where it moſt ſhould thiae, the muſes ſeat? * 


Where, mortal or immortal as they pleaſe, 
The learn d may chuſe eternity cr caſe ? 
Has not a Rovat PATRON wiſcly ſtrove 
To woo the muſe in her Athenian grove ? 
Added new ſtrings to ber harmonious ſhell, 
And giv'n new tongues to thoſe who ſpoke ſo well? 
Let thete inſtruct, with Truth's illuſtrious ray 
Awake the world, and ſcare our owls away. 
Meanwhile, O friend! indulge me if | give 
Some needful precepts how to write and live : 
Serious ſhould be an author's final views; 
Who write for pure amuſement, ne'cr amuſe. 
An author ! 'tis a venerable name! 
How few deſerve it, and what numbers claim! 
Unbleſt with ſenſe above their peers rcefin'd, 
Who ſhall ſtand up dictators to mankind ! 
Nay, who dare thine if not in virtue's cauſe, 
That fole proprictor of juſt applauſe ? | 
Ye reſtleſs men, who pant for letter'd praiſe, 
With whom would you conſult to gain the bays/— | 
With thoſe great authors whoſe fam'd works you read! 
"Tis well; go then, conſult the laurcF'd ſhade. 
What anfwer will the laurel'd ſhade return? 
Hear it and tremble! he commands you burn 
The nobleſt works his envy d genius writ 
'That boaſt of nought more excellent than wit. 
If this be true, as tis a truth moſt dread, © 
Woe to the page which bas not that to plead! 
Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wiſh'd unwrote 
The ſprightlieſt efforts of their wanton thought: 
© His late Majeſty's bencfaction for modern languages. 


. 
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Iser and Waller, brigliteſt ſons of fame, 5 
Il. Condemn'd the charm of ages to the flame : :Y 
And in one point is all true wiſdom caſt, 
To think that early we mult think at laſt. 
e Immoral wits, cv'n dead, break Nature's laws, 
s ſeat! Injurious ſtill to Virtuc's facred cauſe, 
And their guilt growing as their bodies rot, 
(Revers'd ambition!) pant to be forgot. 
| Thus ends your courted tame: dues lucre then, 
The facred thirſt of guld betray your pen? 
proſe tis blameable, in vertc tis worſe, 
well? | Provukes the muſe, extorts Apollo's curſe; 


y | His facred influence never thou'd be fold, 
| — _ 

; lis immortality fhould fire your mind; 
: Lern a lefs paymaſter than all mankind. 


| If bribes you ſcek, know this, ye writing tribe! 
ho writes for virtue has the largeſt bribe; 
All's on the party of the virtuous man; 

1 he good will ſurely ſerve him if they can; 

{| The-bad, when intereſt or ambition guide, 

And eis at once their intereſt and their pride 1 
u ſhould both fail to take him to their care, 
[| feboalts a greater friend, and both may ſpare. 
e, Letters to man uncommon light diſpenſe, 
ys — Aud what is virtue but ſuperior ſenſe? 
u read! In parts and learning you who place your pride, 
* Your faults are crimes, your cximes ave doubly ; 
Inis a ſcandal of the firſt renown, Ks 
| lut letter d knaves, and Atheifts in a gown ? 
Tis harder far to plcaſe than give offence ; 
þ The leaſt miſconduct damus the brighteſt ſenſe: 
: lach ſhallow pate that cannot read your name, 
Gn read your life, and will be proud to blame. 

: Hagitious manners make impreſlions deep 
i thoſe that o'er a page of Milton fleep: 
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Nor in theie dulneſs think to fave your ſhame, - 
. —— — ts i Gl, 
Wits are a deſpicable race of men, 
E they confine their calents to the pen; 
When the man ſhocks us, while the writer ſhines, | 
Our ſcorn in life, our envy in his lines. 
Yet proud of parts, with prudence fome diſpenſe, 
And play the fool becauſe they're men of ſenſe. 
What inſtances bleed recent in each thought, 
Of men to ruin by their genius brought? | 
Againſt their wills what numbers ruin ſhun, 
Purely thro want of wit te be undone ? 
Nature has ſhewn, by making it fo rare, 
That wit's a jewel which we need not wear; 
Of plain found ſenſe life's current coin is made, 
With that we drive the moſt ſubſtantial trade. 
— grants and ———— 
A ſplendid ſource of ill ten thouſand ways; 
A certain faare to miſeries immenſe; 
A gay prerogative from common ſenſe; 
Unleſs ſtrong judgment that wild thing can tame, 
And break to paths of virtue and of fame. 
But grant your judgment equal to the beſt, 
Yet ſtill forbear : your wit (conſider well) 
Tis great to ſhew, but greater to conceal; 
As it is great to ſeize the golden prize 
Cf place or power; but greater to deſpiſe. 
Tf ſtill you languiſh for an author's name; 
And fancy not to write is aot to live ; 
Deſerve, and take the great prerogative. 
But ponder what it is; how dear "twill coſt, | 
To write one page which you may juſtly boaſt. 
Senſe may be good, yet not deſerve the preſs: 
Who write, an awful character profeſs ; 
1 


a " 


nuch truſt example, but refiction more: 
——— — 
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1 The world as pupil of their wiſdom claim, 


And for their ſtipend an immortal fame : 
Nothing but what is folid or refin'd, 

e's dere alt public audience of mankind. 
Severely weigh your learning and your wit: 


Keep down your pride by what is nobly writ : 


No writer fam'd in your own way paſs o'er; 


Which ſhews ſome work is left for modern thought. 
This weigh'd; perfection know, and known adore, 
Toil, burm for that, but do not aim at more: 


| Above, beneath it, the juſt limits fix 4 


And zealoufly prefer four lines to fix. 

Write and rewrite, blot out and write again, 

And for its ſwiftneſs ne'cr applaud your pen. | 

Leave to the jockeys that Newmarket praiſe, 

Much time for immortality to pay, 

Isjuſt and wife: for leſs is thrown away. 

Time only can mature the labouring brain ; 

Time is the father, and the midwife pain : 

The fame good ſenſe that makes a man excel, 

Still makes him doubt he nc'er has written well. 

What man can be immortal in a week? 

Excuſe no fault, tho' beautiful, 'twill harm; 

One fault ſhocks more than twenty beauties charm. 

Our age demands correctneſs; Addiſon, 

And you, this commendable hurt have done. 

Now writers find, as once Achilles found, 

The whole is mortal, if a part's unſound. 

= Gas Raikes out, and. firikes not cut the beſt, 

Pours luſtre in, and dignifies the reſt : 

Give Cer fo little, if what's right be there, 

c 
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The part you burn fivells ſwcet before the ine, 
And is as incenſe to the part divine. | 
Nur frequent write, thu” you can do it well, 
Men may too uft, tho” nat too much excel. | 
A few good works gain fame; more fink their price; 

Mankind are tickle, and hate paying twice: 

They granted you writ well; what can they more, 
Unleſs you let them praiic for giving o'er ? 
Smile, if it ſmiles, and if it rages, rage. 
S0 faintly Lucius cenſures and commends, 
That Lucius has no foes except his friends. 
Let ſatire leſs engage you thau applauſe; 
It ſhews a generous mind to wink at flaws : 
Is genius yours ? be yours a glorious end,  _ 
Be your king's, country's, truth's, religion's friend; 
The public glury by your own beget ; | 
Nun nations, run poſterity in debt. 
And fince the fam'd alone make others live, 
Firſt have that glory you preſume to give. 

If ſatire charms, ſtrike faults, but ſpare the man: 
"Tis dull to be as witty as you can. 
Satire recoils whenever charg d too high; 
Round your own fame the fatal ſplinters fr. 
As the ſoft plume gives ſwiſtneſs to the dart, 
Good breeding ſends the fatire to the heart. 
Puaiuters and ſurgeons may the ſtructure ſcan, . 
Genius and morals be with you the mann 
Defaults in thoſe alone ſhou d give offence; .. 
My narrow- minded ſatire can't extend 
To Codrus' form, I'm not fo much his friend. 
Himſelf ſhou d publiſh that (the world agree) 
Before his works, or in the pillory. 
Let him be black, fair, tall, ſhort, thin or nt, 
 Diney ar clean, I find ns theme in thay. + 
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B that call'd humour? it has this pretence, 
"Tis neither virtue, breeding, wit or ſenſe. 
Valeſs you boaſt the genius of a Swift. 
Pure of humour, the dull rogue's laſt ſhiſt. 
Catz others write lize you ? your taſk give o'er; 
"Fs printing what was publiſt'd long. before. 
Favught peculiar thro” your labours run, 
They're duplicates, and twenty are but one. 
Think frequently, think cloſe, read nature, turn 
Men's manners o'er, and half your volumes burn 
To nurſe with quick reflection be your ſtrife, 


| Thoughts born from preſent objects, warm from! e: 
| When moſt unſought, fuch inſpirations riſe, 


Sighted by fools, and cheriſh'd by the wiſe : 


"Theſe make an author, theſe arc all your own. 


Life, like their bibles, coolly men turn o'er, 


| Hence unexpericnce'sd children of threeſcore. 


Trae, all men think of courſe, as all men drex ;- - 

And if they flightly think, tis much the fame. 
Letters admit not of a halt renown, | 

They give you nothing, or they give a crown. 

No work cer gain'd true fame, or ever can, 

Jut what did honour to the name of man. 

dear be the ſtyle, the very ſound of force, 

Eafy the conduct, ſimple the deſign, 

Let nature, art; and judgment, wit excced; 


Der learning reaſon reign; o'er that, your creed : 


Thus Vietue's ſeeds at once, and- laurels, grow; 
Do thus, and riſe a Pope, or a Deſpreau. 
and when your genius exquifitely ſhines, 
Live up to the full luſtre of your lines : 
A fallen angel is a fallen wit; 
 R3 
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And they plead Lucifer's deteſted 
Who for bare talents challenge our 
Would you reſtore juſt honours to the pen? 


From able writers riſe to worthy men. rain? 


* Who's this with nonſenſe, nonſenſe would te- 
+ Who's this, (they cry), ſo vainly ſchools the vain? | 
* Who damns our traſh, with ſo much traſh replete; 
As, tec ella round, huge Cheyne rails out at meat!” 
Shall I, with Bavius, then, my voice exalt, 
Ard challenge ail mankind to find one fault ? 
With huge examens overwhelm my page, 

Ard garken peatun with dogmatic rage? 
As if, oue tedious volume writ in chime, 
in proſe a duller cou'd excuie the crime? 
Sure, next to writing, the moſt idle thiug 
Is gravely to harangue on what we ſing. 

At that tribunal ſtands th= writing tribe, 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe : 
Time is the judge; Time has nor friend nor foe; 
Falſe fame muſt wither, and the true will grow. 

Arm'd with this truth, all critics I defy; 
For if L fall, by my own pen I die; 
While ſnarlers ſtrive with proud, but fruitleſs pain, 
To wound immertals,or to flay the ſlain. 

Sore prefs'd with danger, and in awful dread 
Of twenty pamphlets levell'd at my head, 

Thus have I ſorg d a buckler in my brain 
Of recent form to ſerve me this campaign ; 
And fafely hope to quit the dreadful ficld 
Dielngf@ with Tai, ant$ Nrap baking my Grels;. 
Unleſs dire Codrus rouſes to the fray 
In all his might, and damns me—for a day. 

As turns a flock of geeſe, and on the green, 
Poke out their foolich necks in aukward ſpleen, 
(Ridiculous in rage!) to hiſs, not bite; 

So war their quills, when ſors cf Qulnefs write. 
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Nor faw the ſumptuous Eaſt a prince ſo great; 
Whoſe worldly flores in ſuch abundance flow'd, 
Whoſe heart with ſuch exalted virtue glow'd : 

I Art length misfortunes take their turn to reign, 

5 And ills on ills ſucceed, a dtcadful train ! 

' } What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 
2 The end wide-waſtine, the Al 


5 © Jt is diſputed among the critics who was the author of 
| the book of Job; ſame give it to Moſes, fome to others. As 
TI was engaged in this little performance, ſome arguments 


* which arguments I have flang inte the following notes, 
* where little elſe is to be | 
1 + The Almighty's ſpeech, chap. iii, dre. which is 
s 1 whatIparaphraſe in this lictle work, is by mach the fineſt part 
of the nobleſt and moſt ancient por ms in the world. Bp Pacrick 
fays, its grandeur is as much above allother poetry, as thunder 
is louder than a whifper. In order to ſet this diſtinguiſhed 
part of the poem in a fuller light, and give the reader a 
dlearer conception of it, Ihave abridged the preceding and 
fubſequent parts of the poem, and joined them to it :-fo that 
m piece is a fort of an epitome of the whole book of Jeb. 
I uſe the wor: Paraphraſe, becanſe I want anather which 
mint better anſwer to the uncommon liberties I have taken. 
T have omitted, added, and tranſpuſed. The Mountain, the 
mer, the Sun, and other parts, are entirely added; thoſe 
wor the Peacock, the Lion, Cc. are muck enlarged: and 
I have thrown the whole into a methed more fuitadle w 


* 
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And ſpocted plagues, that mark'd his limbs all Ge 
A change fo fad what mortal heart cou'd bear ?. | 
Exhauſted woc had left him nought to feas, - * 
But gave him all to grief : low earth he preſt, ; 
Wept in the duſt, and forely ſmote his breaſt. 
His friends around the deep affliftion mourn'd, 
Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return d; 
In anguiſh of their hearts their mantles rent, 
And ſeven long days in folemn filence ſpent ; 
A. debt of rex'rence to diſtreſs ſo great! 
Then Job contain'd no more, but curs 'd his fate: 
His day of birth, its inauſpicious light. | 
He wiſhes funk in ſhades of endleſ night, 
And blotted from the yea; nor fears to crave 
Death, inſtant death, impatient for the grave; 
That feat of bliſs, that manſion of repoſe, 
Where reſt and mortals are no longer foes; EE 
. hulk's, and mighty kings | 
© happy tun! no more are wretched things. 
His words were daring, and difpleas'd his friends; 
His conduct they reprove, and be defends; _ 
And now they kindled into warm debate, 
And ſentiments oppos'd with equal heat; 
Fix'd in opinion, both refuſe to yield, 
And fumman all their reaſon to the ſield. 
our notions of regularity. The judicious, if they compare 
this piece with the original, will, 1 fatter myſelf, find the , 
veatons for the great lidertics L have indulged myſelf in 
through the whole. 
412 
that they contribute much to the tublime. This ſpeech of 
the Almighty is made up of them, Intrrroeation ſeems in> | 
deed the proper Ryle of majeſty incenſed. It differs frow | 
other manner of reproof, as bidding a perſon execute his 
ſelf, does from a common execution ; for he that * the | 
— — 


19 1 When lo! Heav'n interpos d, 
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Aud awfully the long contention clos d. 
Full o'er their heads, with terrible ſurpriſe, 
Aſudden whichwind blacken'd all the ſkies; f 
(They ſaw, and trembled | ) from the darkneſs broke 


| 4 dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty ſpoke * : 


Who gives his tongue a looſe fo bold and vain, 
(inſures my conduct, and reproves my reign ? 
Lifts up his thought againſt me from the duſt, 
And tells the world's Creator what is juſt ? 

Of late brave, now lift a dauntleſs eye, 
and give it a reply. 
; doll at nature's early birth ? 


3 — 
| ſage, when there happened dignus via dice nadus) 


— toe haſt thou view'd them 


all? 
de 


rer dramatic, and, | 
of old Greece, is fon built on truth. 

e 
(io e | 


1 3 bat it is afitien more agreeable to the time in 
which. Job lived, than te any fince. Frequent before the 
hw were the appearances of the Almighty after this man · 
=, Exod, chap. . ek. chap. i. Sc. Hence is he 
Udo dwell in thick darknefs: and have bis way in the 
ein * 


s A PARAPHERASE ON ' 
And caſts its ſhadow into diſtant lands? © 
Can that wild world in due fubjection hep? 
I broke the globe, I ſcoop's its hollow de, 
And did a bafon fur the floods provide; e 
I chain'd them with my word; the boiling fa 
Work'd up in tempeſts heard my great decree; - 
Thus far thy floating tide ſhall be convey'd; 
Aud here, O main, be thy proud billows y 
Haſt thou explor'd the ſecrets of the deep, Y 
Where, ſhut from uſe, unnumber's treaſures ſleep; 
Where down a thoufand fathoms from the day, | 
Springs the great fountain, mother of the ſea? '1 
Thoſt gloomy paths did thy bold foot e er tread, | 
Whole worlls of waters rowliag o'er thy head?” 
Hath the cleft centre open d wide to thee * 
Death's iamoſt chambers didſt thou ever fee? 
Der knock at his tremendous gate, and wade | 
To the black purtal thio' th incumbent ſhade? 
Deep are thoſe thades, but thades ſtill deeper hide, 
My counſch from the ken of human pride 
Where dwells the light, in what refulgent dome! 


* 


3 
3 


* 
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| or mhiten morning with the hoary froſt? 


How vaſt a.diſtance parts thy Gop from thee. 
Quſt thou in whizhwinds mount aloft ? Canſt thou 
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Wr. 


And into being roſe beneath thine eye. 
Are miſts begotten ? who their father knew? 


| From whom deſcend the pearly drops of dew ? 


To bind the ſtream by night what hand can boaſt, 


Whoſe pow'rful breath, from northern regions blown, 
Touches the fea, and turns it into ſtone; 
A ſudden deſart ſpreads o'er realms defac'd, 
And lays one half of the creation waſte ? 

| Thou know'ſt me not, thy blindneſs' cannot fee 


In douds and darkneſs wrap thy awful brow ? 


| And, when day triumphs in meridian light, 


Put forth thy hand, and ſhade the world with night ? 
ha launch d the clouds in air, and bid them rowl 
Suſpended ſeas aloft, from pole to pole? 
Who can zefreſh the burning ſandy plain, 
And quench the fummer with a waſte of rain? 
in cough defarts, far from human toil 
rocks bring forth, and defolation file? 
There blooms the roſe, where human face ne er ſhone, 
M ſpreads its beauties to the ſun alone. : 
To check the ſhow'r who lifts his hand on high, 
lad hurs the fluices of th' exhauſted ſky, 
ben earth no longer mourns her gaping veins, 
Her naked mountains, and her ruſſet plains, cr 
Int new. in life a chearful proſpect yields | 
A ſhining rivers, and of verdant fields; 


| Yen groves and foreſts lavidh all their bloom, | 


And earth and heav'n are fill'd with rich perfume? 
" Haſt thou ne'er ſeal'd my wint'ry ſkies, and ſeen 
UF hail and fnows my northern magazine? 
Theſe the dread treaſures of mine anger are, * 
My fund of vengeance for the day of war, 


% 


$ o n * 5 
n TY * . "BS. 


nes” A PARAPHRASE ON | 
ng ———————— rg" 


Rage theo? the world, or waſte = guilty 
. — no 6g 
Or ſhakes the nie with his eaſtern blaſt? 
Who firikes thro” Nature with the folemn roar 
Of dreadful thunder ? points it where to fall, 
And in e light'ning wraps the flying ball ) 
Not he-who' trembles at the darted fires, 
Falls at the found, and in the flaſk expires. 
"Who drew the comet out to ſuch a fine, 
And pourt's his flaming train o'er half the fries? | 
. Did thy reſentment hang hint vor ? does he 
Glare on the nations, and denounce from thee? 


That guides the ſtars along th etherial plain; 
Their luſtre brighten, and fupply their force? 
Canſt thou the ſkies' benevolence reſtrain, 
And caufe the Pleiades to ſhine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion ſparkles from his ſphere, 
Tha the cold ſeaſon, and unbind the year? 
Bid Mazaroth his deſtia'd ſtation know, 
And teach the bright Arcturus where to glow? 
Mine is the night, with all her ſtars; 1 pour 
Myriads, and myriads [ reſerve in ſtore. | 
Doſt thou pronounce where day-light ſhall be bon, 
And draw the purple curtain of the mora ? 
' Awake the ſun, and bid him come away, 
And glad the world with his obſequious ray? 
Haſt thou enthron d in flaming glory drivia 
Triumphant round the ſpacious ring of heaw n? 
That pomp of light what hand fo far diſplays, ' 
That diſtant earth lyes baſking in the blaze* 
Who Cid the foul with her rich pow'rs inveſt, 
And light up reaſon in the human breaſt, 
2 . 
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Un that arm meaſure with an arm divine? 


When finrs and fun are fer in endleſs night? 
To theſe my various queſtions make reply. 


| m7 almighty ſpoke, and, peaking, hook the fry. 


What then, Chaldean fire, was thy ſurpriſe ? 
Thus thou, with tzxembling heart, andidowncaſt eyes, 
4 Once and again, which 1 in groans deplore, 
« My tongue has err d, but ſhall preſume no more: 


- | © And all my foul falls proflirate to the ground.” 


He ceas d: when lo! again tht Almighty fpoke : 


And canſt thou thunder with a voice like mine ? 

Or in the hollow of thy hand contain | 

In all their rage, and daſh the diſtant fries ? 
Come forth in beauty's excellence array'd, 


—_ And be the grandeur of thy pow'r diſplay d: 


Put on omnipotence, and frowning make 

The ſpacious round of the creation ſhake ; 

And crumble them to duſt: when this is done, 

I gant thy fafety lodg'd in thee alone; T7 
A thee thou art, and may ſt undaunted ſtand 


Fond man! the viſion of a moment made! 


| Dream of a dream! and ſhadow of a ſhade! 

What worlds haſt thou produc'd,whot creatures 
| Vize inſerts it d, that thy God is blam'd ? 
wen pain d with hunger the wild raven brood 


Loud calls on God importunate for food, 


® Another argument that Moſes was the author, is, that 
mall of the creatures here mentioned are Egyptian. The 


Fort. I. 8 
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And ſtills the.clamour of the eraving neſt? 
Who in the ſtupid + oftrich has ſubdu'd 

A parent's care, and fond inquietude ? _ 

While far ſhe flies, ber ſentter d eggs are found, 

Without an owner, on the fandy ground; 

Caſt out on fortune, they at mercy ly, 

And borrow life from an indulgent ſky; | 

Adopted by the ſun, in blaze of day, 

They ripen under his prolific ray; 

Unmindful ſhe, that fome unhappy tread 

May cruſh her young in their neglected bed; 
reaſon given why the raven is particularly mentioned a 
object of the care of providence, is, becauſe by her clans 

Tous and importunate voice, ſhe ſeems abwaye 
calling upon it; thence oparoa # pat, Alias. l. 2 6 
48. is to 2ſt earneſtly. And ſince there were ravens on the 
bank of the Nile, more clamorous than the reſt of that 
ſpecies, thoſe probably are meant in that place. 
1 There are many inſtances of this bird's tnpidity ; bt 


two ſuffice, Firſt, it covers its head in the reeds, and thinks 
itſelf all out of ſight. 


Fa 
How 7 


— — ——_—— yt: mine clauſo 
„ Ridendum revoluta caput, creditque latere | 
% Quac nou ipſa videt''———— — Clai. 
Secondly, They that go in purſuit of them, the ſkin 
of an oftrich's neck on one hand, which proves a ſufficient 
lure to take them with the other. | 
They have ſo little brain that Heliogabulus had fix un 
dred heads for his ſupper. | 
Here we may obſerve, that our judicious as well a ſublime 
author juſt touches the great points of diſtinction in each 
creature, and then haſtens to another. A deferipeion i 
exact when you cannot ade}, but what is common to another 
thing ; nor withdraw, but ſomething peculiarly belonging 
to the thing deſcribed. A likeneſs is lolt in tos muck d 
ſcription, as 2 meaning often in too much iNuſtration. 
nere is marked another peculiar quality of this creatures 
1 a a 


- 
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— How rich the peacock f. what bright glories run 


1 
2 
= 


Dun plame to ptame, and vary in the tun ! 

He proudly ſpreads them to the golden ray, 
Gives all his colours, and adorns the day, 

Who taught the hawk to find, in ſeaſons wiſe, 
Perpetual ſummer, and a change of ikies ? 

When clouds deform the year, tbe mounts the wind, 
Shoots to the fouth, nor fears the ſtorms behind; 
The fun returning, ſhe returns again, 


| Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men. 


Tho ſtrong the hawk *, tho” pradtis'd well to fly, 
An eagle drops her in à lower fly: 


| An eagle when, deſerting human fight, 


the ſeeks the fun in her unweary'd flight: 
I#thy command her yellow pinion lift 
$@ high in air, and feat her on the clift, 


ph of bath, and uhng ie wing e makes pre: 


e Veſta velut Lybiae venantum vocibus ales 

„Cum premetur calidus curſu tranſmittit arenas, 

< Inque madum veli fiuacis flamine pennis 

„ Puiverulcuta volae Claud. in Eutr. 
} Henoghon ſays, Cyrus had bor ſes that could overtake 
the goat and the wild atk; but none that could reach this 
weature. A thouſand golden ducats, or a hundred camels, 
was the ſtated price of a hor!: that could equal their ſpeed. 
{Though this bird is but jult mentioned in my anchor, 1 
wal noc ſorbear going a little farther, and ſpreading thoſe 
keanriful plumes (which are there (at up) into half adozen 
Ins. The circumſtance I have marked M kis opening his 
fumes to the fun, is true. Expandit colores adverſe 
* manime folic, quia fic fulgentius radiant.” Plin. I. x. 
6.20. 

* Thnams (de re acrip.) mentions a hawk thatfiew from 
Fils London in a night. 

And the Exyptians, in regard to its Oviftneſs, made it 


theix ſymbol for the wind; for which reaſon we may ſup- 


$3 
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** 
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WW 
And proudly makes the ſtrength of rocks her own; 
Thence wide o'er nature takes her dread ſurvey +, 
And with a glance predeſtinates her prey? 
She ſcaſts her young with blood, and hov'ring o'r 
Th' unſlaughter d hoſt, enjoys the promis d gore. 

Know'ſt thou how many moons , by me affign'd, 
Rowl o'er the mountain goat, and foreſt hind, | 
While pregnant they a mother's load fuſtain ? 
They bend in anguiſh, and caſt forth their pain. 
Walk unſuſtain'd, and unaſſiſted feed ; 

They live at once, ſorſake the dam's warm fide, 
Take the wide world, with Nature for their guide, 
Pound o'er the lawn, or ſeek the diſtant glade, 
And find a home in each delightful ſhade. 

Lowe at the crib, and aſk an alms of thee ? 
Submit his unworn ſhoulder to the yoke, 

Break the ſtiff clod, and o'er thy furrow finoke ? 


poſe the hawk, as well as the crow above, to have beens 
bird of note in Egypt. 
* + The eagle is ſaid m be of fo acme a fight, that when 
ſhe is ſo high in the air that man cannut fee her, ſhe can 
difcern the ſmalleſt filb under water. My author accurately 
underſtood the nature of the creatures he deſcribes, and _ 
ſeems to have been a naturaliſt as well as a poct, which the 
The meaning of this queſtion is, Knoweſt thou the time 
and circumſtances of their bringing forth? For to knowthe 
time only was eaſy, and had nothing extraordinary in it; 
but the circumftances had ſomething peculiarly expreſlive 
of Gad's providence, which makes the queſtion proper in 
this place. Pliny obſerves, that the hind with young is by 
inſtiu directed to a certain herb called Sefclis, which fe- 
cilitaces the birth Thunder alfo (which looks like the 
more immediate hand of providence) has the ſame effect, 
Pal. zziz. c 
mile car anthor 2 naturaliſt. 
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deer great his ſtrength, go truſt him void of care, 


Lay on his neck the toil of all the year, 

id him bring home the ſeaſons to thy doors, 

And caſt his load among the gather'd ſtores. 
Didſt thou from ſervice the wild afs diſcharge, 

break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 

Turo the wide waſte his ample man ſion roam, 

And loſe himfelf in his unbounded home ? 

By Nature's hand magnificently fed, 8 


— ———— 


As in pure air aloft he bounds along, 
fe ſees in diſtant ſmoke the city throng, 
Conſcious of freedom, ſcorns t ſmother'd train, 
The threat'ning driver, and the ſervile rein. 
Survey the warlike horſe ! didſt thou inveſt 
Wich thunder his rubuſt diſtended cheſt? 
No ſenſe of fear his dauntleſs ſoul allays ; 
'Tis dreadful to behold bis noſtrils blaze: 
To paw the vale he proudly takes delight, 
And triumphs in the fulneſs of his might; 
High-rais'd he ſouffs the battle from afar, 
And burns to plunge amid the raging war, 
And mocks at death, and throws his foam around, 
And in a ſtorm of fury ſhakes the ground. 
Full on the brandiſh'd ſword, and ſhaken launce, 
While his fia d eye-balls meet the dazzling ſhield, 
Gaze, and return the light' ning of the field! 
He finks the ſenſe of pain in gen rous pride, 
Nor feels the ſhaft that trembles in his fide, 
But neighs to the ſhrill trumpet's dreadful blaſt 
Till death ; and when he groans, he groans his laſt. 
But fiercer ſtill the lordly Bon ſtalks, 
Grimly majeſtic in his lonely walks: 
When round he glares, all living creatures ſly, 
ie lars the dart with his rowling eye. 

Þ a 
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Say, montal, does he roune at thy command, 
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hand? . 
Doſt thou for him in foreſts bend thy bow, 
And to his gloomy den the morſe] throw, 
Where bent on death ly hid his tawny brood; 
And couch d in dreadful ambuſh, pant for blood; 
Or ſtreteh d on broken limbs, conſume the day 
In darknets wrapt, and ſlumber o'er their prey? 
By the pale moon they take their deſtin'd round e, 
Now ſhrieks and dyi g groans the defart fill; 
They rage, they rend, their rav'nous jaws diſtil 
With crimſon foam ; and when the banquet's ot 
They ſtride away, and paint their ſteps with gore; | 
And ſhudder at the talon in the duſt. 
Mild is my Behemoth, tho' large his frame, 
Smooth is his temper, and reprefs'd his flame, 
While unprovok d: this native of the flood 
Lifts his broad foot, and puts aſhore for food : 
Earth finks beneath him as he moves along 
To ſeek the herbs, and mingle with the throng, 
See with what ſtrength his harden'd loins are bound 
All over proof, and ſhut againſt a wound; 
How like à mountain cedar moves his tail, 
Nor can his complicated ſine ws fail: 
Butile high and wide, his ſolid bones ſurpaſs 
The bars of ſteel, his ribs art ribs of braſs ; 
His port majeſtic, and his armed jaw, 
Give the wide foreſt, and the mountain law : 
The mountains feed him; there the beaſts admire 
The mighty firanger, and in dread retire; 
* Purſuing their pr. *by nighe is wue of moſt with bead 
particularly the lion, Plul. civ. 20. The Arabians have 


one antong their 500 names wr Os „which Ggnifis 
The Huater by Moonſhine. ow" 
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At length hid greatneſs nearer they ſurvey, 
Graze in his ſhadow, and his eye obey. 
The fens and marſhes are his cool retreat, 
Mis nova-tide ſhelter from the burning heat; 


|} And groves of willows give him all their ſhade : 


His eye drinks Jordan up, when fir'd with 
Ke truſts to turn its current down his throat; 
| In lefſen'd waves it creeps along the plain, 
He finks a river, and he thirſts again *. 

Go to the Nile , and from its fruitful fide, 
Wich ſlender hair Leviathan command, | 
| And ftretch his vaſtneſs on the loaded ſtrand: 


Win be become thy ſervant, will be own 


Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown, . 

Or with his ſport amuſe thy leifure day, 

And bound ia filk with thy ſoft maidens play? 
Shall pompous bangquetgwell with ſuch a prize,. 
And the bowl journey round his ample fize? 
@ the debating merchants ſhare the prey, 

And various limbs to various marts convey ? 
Theo” his firm ſkull what ſteel its way can win? 
Vhat forceful engine can ſubdue his ſkin ? | 
| Fly far, and live; tempt not his matehleſs might; 
The braveſt ſhrink io cowards in his fight. 


** | 
* Ferre fitem Python, amnemque avertere pouto.”” 
Stat. Theb. v. 34%. 
* Qui ſpiris' tegeret montes, hauriret hiatu 
* Flumino,”” Ce. Claud. pref. in Ru£ 
Let not then this hyperbole ſeem. too much for an eaſtern 
poet, though fume commentators of name ſtrain hard in this 
_ —_— — — 
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The raſheſt dare not rouze him up ; who dnn 
Shall turn on me, among the tons of men? 
Am I a Gebter ? haſt thou ever heard 
My laviſh fruits a thouſand vallies fills, | 
And mine the herds that graze a thouſand hills; 
Earth, dea, and air, all nature is my own, 
And ſtars, and fun, are duſt beneath my throne : 
And dar it thou with the world's great Father vie, 
Thou, who doſt tremble at my creature's eye? 
At fall my huge Leviathan ſhall rife, 
Roaſt an his vength, and fprend his wondrous fea! 
Who, great in arms, er ſtripp'd his Mining mail, 
Or crown d his triumph with a ſingle ſcale ? 
Whoſe heart ſuſtains him to draw near ? behold * 
Deſtruction yawns, his ſpacious jaws unfold *, 
And, marſhall'd round the wide expanſe, diſcloſe 
Teeth edg d with death, and crouding rows on rom: 
nity hong rt ere eto. + | 
T wt amen Aon the rt — h 
His bulk is charg'd with fach a furious foul, 
That clouds of ſmoke from his fpread noſtrils roul, 
As from a furnace; and, when rous'd his ire, 
Fate iſſues from his jaws in ftreams of fire} : 

+ This alludes to a cuſtom of this creature, which , 
TT ISn to cone aſhore and fleep among the 
The erncodile's month is exceeding wide. When he 
apes, ſays Pliny, © fic totum os. Martial ſays to his old 
woman, 

Cum comprrata rictibus tuis ora 

„ Nilacus habet crorodils anguſta. 

_ 85 that the expreſſion there is barely juſt. 
h 1 This wo is nexrer truth than at rd view may be ſaw 
giacd. The crocodile, ſay the natura liſts, lying 1 
water, and being there forced to hold 225 
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The rage of tempeſts, and the roar of ſeas, 
Thy terror, this thy great Superior pleaſe; 
on his ample ſhoulder fits in ſtate, 


His well-join'd limbs are dreadfully complete, 


tes of folid fleſh are flow to part, 


&s ſteel his nerves, as adamant his heart. | 
When hes awak's he recee him from his Goode, 
And ſtretching forth his ſtature to the clouds, 
Viithes in the fun aloft his fealy height, | 
And ſtrikes the diſtant hills with tranſient light, 
Far round are fatal damps of terror ſpread, 
The mighty fear, nor bluſh to own their dread. | 
* Large is his front; and when his burniſh's eyes 


emerges, the breath long repreſt is hot, and burſts out 6 
violently, that it reſembles fire and ſmoke. The horſe ſup- 
preſſes not his breath by any means ſu Ung, neither is he 
ib fierce or animated; yet the moſt correct of poets ventures 
tb uſe the ſame metaphor concerning him: | 
Collectumqur premens volvit ſub naribus ignem.”* 
By this and the foreguing note 1 would caution againſt a 


| kilſe opinion of the eaſtern boldneſi, from paſſages in them 
under d. 


ill 
* « His eyes are like the eye-lids of the morning.”* I 


mind this gives us as great an image of the thing it would 
rest, as can enter the 


of man. I is not-jaapro- 
hable that the Egyptians ftole their hieroglyphic for the 
morning, which is the crocodile's eye, from this paſſage, 
though no commentator I have ſeen mentions it. It is eaſy 

to conceive how the Egyptians ſhould de both readers and 


Fhave obſerved already, that three or four of the crea- 
wes here deſcribed are Egyptian; the two laſt are noctori- 
cally fo, they are the river-horſe and the crocudile, thoſe 
celebrated inhabitants of the Nile; and on theſe two our 


althar more remote from that river than Moſes, in a cata» 


hogue of creatures produced to magnify the Creator, to have 
_ -- _2 ww bs bo, Wh. or 
Phant and ene 


ng A PARAPHRASE, 6c. 
In vain may death in various ſhapes invade, 
| The Gwiſt-wing's arrow; the deſcending blade; = 


The dart rebounds, the brittle faulchion flies > 
Shut in himſelf the war without he hears, 
Safe in the tempeſt of their rattling ſpears ; 
The cumber d ſtrand their waſted vollies ftrow; 
His ſport, the rage and labour ot the foe. 

His paſtimes like a caldron boil the flood, 
And blacken ocean with the rifing mud; 
The billows feel him as he works his way; 
His hoary footſteps ſhine along the fea; 


And diſtant ſailors point where death has been. 
Alone in nature ſtands his dauntleſs race, 
For utter ignorance of tear renown'd ; 
In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around, 
Makes ev'ry ſwuln diidainful heart ſubſide ; 
And holds duminion o er the fons of pride. 
Then the Chaldean eas d his lab'ring breaſt, 
Wich full conviction of his crime oppreſt : 


* ſt accompliſh all things, Lon Þ of might: 


* And every thought is naked to thy fight : 
* But oh ! thy ways are wonderful, and ly 
© Beyond the deepelt reach of mortal eye. 
* Oft have I heard of thine Almighty pow'r, 
gut never faw thee till this dreadful hour. 


„ O'erwhelm'd with Game, the Lok o of life I fee, 


* Abhor myſcif, and give my ſoul to thee : 


Nor ſhall my weakneſs tempt thine anger more: 


% Man is act made to queſtion, but adore.” | 
viathan, the elep*:nt and wile, though the defcriptions 


in our author will not admit or it; but Moſes being (u we ; 


may well fuppoſe) under an immediate terror of the Hippo 
perames and Crocodile, from their daily miſchiefs and rave 


mit them to take place. 


de around them, it is very acebuntable why he ſhoull her | 
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VOLUME the FIRST. 


| CONTAINING 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE following pieces are omitted in the editions | 
of Dr Young's works faid to be reviſed and ap 
rected by the Author; but are here inſerted, ty 
gratify thoſe who would wiſh to be poſſeſſed ofa 
complete colleQion of this Author's works. 


Far] 


St © 2 8 
That famous Piece of the Ca uc iron, 
Done by 


MICHAEL ANGELO®. 


HIL E his Redeemer on his canvas dies, 
Stabb'd at his feet his brother welt ring lyes : 
} Views the pale cheek and the diſtorted mien; 
Ne drains off life by drops, and, deaf to cries, 
Hamines every ſpirit as it flies: 
He fudies torment, dives in mortal woe, 
r ———— — 
Each riſing agony, each dreadful grace, 
Yet warm tranſplanting to his Saviour s face. 
0 glorious theft ! O nobly wicked draught ! 
With its full charge of death each feature fraught ! 
F From his own fill he ſtarts, in horros loſt. 
* Who obiained leave to treat » malefator, condemned 
die broke upon the Wheel, as he pleaſed for this purpoſe. 
{| The man being extended, this wonderful artiſt directed that 
be ould be ſtabbed in ſuch parts of the body as he appre- 
4 tended would occaſion the moſt excruciating torture, that 
_ | be mighrrepreſent the agonies of death in the moſt natural 
manner, TE FE N 
or. I. T 
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on THe 
DEATH of Queen Anxt, 
An Dp THE x 
Acczss io of King GzorGE, 
JOSEPH ADDISON, 2 7 


Secretary to their Excellencies the Lords Juſlien, | 
225 1 


Smit 
To eaſe the fulneſs of my grateful thought: | 
My fame at once, and duty to purſue, 
And pleaſe the public, by reſpect to Tov. | 
Have ſpread your country's glory with your own; 
To me you never did more lovely ſhine, 
Than when fo late the kindled wrath divine 
Quench'd our ambition in great Anna's fate, 
And darken'd all the pomp of human ſtate. 
Tho” you are rich in fame, and fame decay, 
Tho rais'd in life, and greatneſs fade away, 
Your luſtre brightens : virtue cuts the gloom 
Wich purer rays, and ſparkles near a tomb. 
Know, Sir, the great eſteem and honour due, 
I choſe, that moment, to profeſs to you, 
2 | 
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When fadneſs reign'd, when fortune, ſo ſevere, 
Had warm'd our boſoms to be moſt ſincere, 
And when no motive could have force to raiſe 
But ſuch as riſe above, and far tranſcend | 
Whatever glories with this world ſhall end, 
The fun's bright orb, and Cato be forgot. 
E. | Ifing:—But ab! my theme I nced not tell . 
{} Seev'ry eye with conſcious ſorrow ſwell: 
UF 
Can only ſhew his duty, not his choice. | 3 
Ie great the weight of grief our hearts ſuſtaip ! T 
„ |} We hoguich, and to ſpeak is to complain. 
Let us look back, (for who too oft.can view 
ſhcws, That moſt illuſtrious ſcene, for ever new!) 
des all the ſeaſons ſhine on Anna's throne, 
Hor. And pay a conſtant tribute, not their own. 
ught 
he: 


Her ſummer heats not fruits alone beſtow, 
They reap the harveſt, and ſubdue the foe : 
Revolving pleaſures in their turn appear, 
mn, | 4 wiumphs are the product of the year. 
own; men the whole, great joys in greater ceaſe, 
 F And glorious victory is loſt in peace. 
hence this profuſion on our ſavour d iſle ? 
Did partial fortune on our virtue ſmile? 
II &a tte ſceptre, in great Anna's hand, 
detch forth this rich iadulgence o'er our land ? 
Vograteful Brictia ! quit thy groundleſs claim; 
Thy queen and thy good fortune are the ſame. 
Nea, with alarms, our trumpets fill the ſky; 
Ne Anna reigns ! the Gallic ſquadrons fly. 
We ſpread our canvas to the ſouthern ſhore; 
is Anna reigns ! the South reſigus her ſtore. 
T3 5 


me. ON THE USA 
Her virtue finoothes the tumult of the main, - 
And facts the fed with mountain of the ſain; 
Argyll and Churchill but the glory hare, 
While millions ly fubdu'd by Ame pray'e. | \ 
How great her zeal ! how fervent her dee: 
How did her foul in holy warmth expire! 
Not ſet returns of pleaſure or of i, ]. 
Net want af eſt; Gr oh ——— | 
But finiſh's duty, limited the day. > to 
Now fro eaceting — thunmsi/ 
Smal'd in her thoughts, and ſoſten d alt her dreams! 
And juin'd their wings, a ſhelter o'er ber head. / 
Tho Europe's wealth and glory clain''d u pn, 
_ Religion's cauſe reign'd miſtreſs of her hentt?: 
She ſaw, and griev d to fee the mean eſtate 
Of thoſe who round the halſow'd altar wat; 
And thought it more her own in ſacred uſe. © 
Thus on his furrow fee the tiller ſtand, 
And fill with genial feed his laviſh hand; 
He truſts the Kindneſs of the fruitful plain, 
Aud provideitly featrers all his grain. © 
What ikes my fight! docs proud Anguts Hi 
New to behold, and awfully ſurprize ? 
Her lofty brow more num'rous turrets crown, 
And facred domes on palaces look down: 
A noble pride of piety is ſhown, pets 
And temples caſt a luſtre on the tone. 
How would this work another's glory raiſe! 
But Anna's greatneſs robs her of the praiſe. 
Drown d in a greater blaze it difappears. 
Who dry'd the widow's and the orphan's tears?” | 
Who ſtoop'd from high to ſuccour the dilmef u, 
And reconcile the wounded heart to reſt? — 


| 1 


{i |} That grief, which living Anna's love fupprefs'd, 


N 8 ; 


O07 QUEEN. ANNE, &. +23; 


Great in her goodneſs, well could we perceive, 
Whoever ſought, it was A Queen that gave. 
Miefortune loſt her name; her guiltleſs frown 
But made another debtor to the Crown; 
And each unfricadly — ihe we ben, 
Became our title to the regal ſtore. 
Thus injur d trees adopt a foreign ſhoot, 
And their wounds bloſſom with a fairer fruit. 
Ye numbers, who on your misfortunes thriv'd, _ 
When firſt the dreadful blaſt of fame arriv'd, 
Say what a ſhock, what agonies you felt, 
How did your ſouls with tender anguiſh melt! 


Shook like a tempeſt every grateful breaſt. 
Afecond fate our ſinking fortunes try'd! 

A ſecond time our tender parents dy'd : 

And drify the haughty vidtor's frown,; 

His ſplendid wealth too rathly we admire, 
Cagch the diſeaſe, and burn with equal fire. 
Vikly to ſpend is the great art of gain; 
And one reliev'sd tranſcends 2 million flain. , 
When time ſhall aſk, where once. Ramilia lar, 
Or Danube flow'd that ſwept whole troops away, 
One drop of water that refreſh d the dry, 
Shall raiſe a fountain af eternal joy. 

But, ah! to that unknown and diſtant date, 
k Virtue's great reward puſni d off by Fate; 


| Here random ſhafts in every breaſt are found, 


Auguſt in native worth, and regal ſtate, 
Auna fat arbitreſs of Europe's fate; 
Todiſtart realms did ev'ry accent fly, 
And-nations watch'd each motion of her eye. 
- | Heng, nor longer awful to be ſeen, 
= — _—— | 
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No throng of ſuppliant princes mark the place, 
. —̃ —— 
The broken earth is ſcarce diſcern d to riſe,  ' F 
And a ſtone tells us where the monarch byes. ' 

Thus end matureſt honours of a crown! 

This is the liſt coneluſion of renown |! 

So when, with idle (ill, the wanton boy 
Breathes through his tube, he ſees, with eager jay, 
The trembling bubble, in its ring ſmall, - 
And, by degrees, expands the glitt ring ball. 

But when, to full perfection blown, it flies 
Rig in the air, and ſhines in various dyes, 
The little monarch, with a fulliog tear, | 
Secs has world burſt at once, and diſappear. 

Tis not in forrow to reverſe our doom; 

No groans unlock th' inexorable tomb; 

What fruit can riſe, or what advantage fo? 
We learn how much in George the gods can bleſs 
Had a leſs glorious princets left the throne, 
But half the hero had at firſt been ſhown; '* 
To vindicate from guilt our riſing joys: 99 
Our joys ariſe, and innocently ſhine, + 20 

Auſpicious Monarch! what a praiſe is thine? | 

Welcome, great ſtranger, to Britannia's throne! | 
Nor let thy country think thee all her own. 

Of thy delay how oft did we complain : 

ths hoes cmnch6 x6; rnd ini> ences Gnas) 
With pray'r we ſmooth'd the billows for thy fleet; 
With ardent wiſhes fill'd thy fwelling ſheet ; ; 
And when thy foot took place on Albion's ſhore; 
We bending bleſs d the gods, and aſk'd no more. 
What hand but thine ſhould conquer, and compale, 
Join thoſe whom int reſt joins, and chace our foes? 


- 


oF QUEEN ANNE, e 223 


8 Repel the daring youth's pre ſumptuous aim, 
ce: And by his rival's greatueſs give him fame ? 
I F Now in ſome foreign court he may fit down, 
Id quit, without a bluſh, the Britifh crown. 
Secure his honour, though he loſe his ſtore, 
| And take a lucky moment to be poor. 
7 Nor think, great Sir, now ſirſt, at this late hour, 
r J, In Britain's favour, you exert your power; 
1 To us, far back in time, I joy to trace 
The num'rous tokens of your princely grace. 
Whether you chuſe to thunder on the Rhine, 
lnſpire grave councils, or in courts to ſhine : 
Io the more ſcenes your genius was diſplay d, 
' F The greater debt was on Britannia laid: 
They all conſpir' d this mighty man to raiſe, 
And your new ſubjects proud!y ihare the praiſe. 
I All thare; but may not we have leave to boaſi, 
I That we contemplate, and enjoy it moſt ? 
dn gentle Ifis' bank a calm retreat, 
$ For many rolling ages juſtly fam'd, ” 
I Has through the world her loyalty proclaim'd; 
' | And often pour'd (too well the truth is known!) 
Her blood and treature to ſupport the throne; 
For England's church her lateſt accent ſtrain d, 
3 And freedom with her dying hand retain'd; 
No wonder then her various ranks agree, 
In all the fervencies of zeal for thee. 
What though thy birth a diſtant kingduri boaſt, 
Andł ſeas divide thee from the Britith coat ? 
The crown's inpatient to incloſe thy head; 
hy ſtay thy fect ? the cloth-of-gold is ſpread. 
Our itrict obedience thro” the world thall tell, 
| That king's a Bziton who can govern well. 


— 
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O LONG with me in Oxford groves. coufin'd, 

In ſocial arts, and facred friendſhip join dz 
Faiz Tfis* ſorrow, and fair Ifis' boaſt, 

Loft from her fide, but fortunately loſt; . 

Thy wonted aid, my dear companion, bring,. - 

And teach me thy departed friend to ſing. 

A darling theme! once pow'rful to inſpire, 

And now to melt the muſes' mournful ghoir: 

Now r 

His modeſt worth, nor ſhall our praiſe offend. .. 
Early he bloom'd amid the learned 

And raviſh d Ifis liſften'd to his ſtrain; 

See, fee, ſhe cry'd, old Maro's muſe appears, . 

Wak'd from her ſlumber of two thouſand years: 

Her finiſh'd charms to Addiſon ſhe brings, 

Thinks in his thought, and in his numbers ſings. 


3 


Dread Cupid lurking in the Trojan boy; 


A LETTER TO MR'TICKELL. as 


All read tranſported his pure claſſie page, 211 f 
Ti unrivall'd genius challeng d for her own; 

Nor wou'd. that one for ſtenes — f 
a d let a life evaporate in ſong; 
he beach and veg che brighteſt charms diſpenſe, 
Vit is the blofſem of the ſoundeſt ſenie. 

Yet few, how few with lofty thought infpir'd, 
— — | 


| In conſcious pride, their own importance find, 


Blind to themſelves, as 2 , 


Ni they eſteem a gay, but worthleſs pow'r, * 


The fight amuſement of a leifure hour: 1 
Vamindful that, conceal'd from vulgar eyes, 7 


melde wikiom wears the bright diguife. 


Lightly the toy'd, and trifled with his charms, 
4nd knew not that a god was in her arms. 

Who greateſt excellence of thought cou d boaſt, 
Ia action too have been diſtinguiſh d moſt, 
This Somers knew, and Addifon fent forth 
2 * 
To be matur d in more indulgent ſkies, a 
Where all the vigour of the ſoul can riſe; DEE 
r 
And ſenſe cnliven'd ſparkles in the ſun. 4 
Vith ſecret pain the prudent patriot gave 

The hopes of Britain to the rolling wave, 
Anxious the charge to all the ſtars ö 
And plac'd a confidence in fea and wind. ; 
Ss RI err ani; © 
And equal wonder in her turn confefs d, 

To ſee her fervors rival d by the pole, 

ler luſtre beaming from a northern ſoul : 


He firſt the plant to richer gardens led, 


2s A LETTER TO MR Trennt. 
Tn like furpeiſe was her Aeneas loſt,,  * F 
« Now the wide field of Europe be 


Great work! by Naſſau's favour cheaply. bought. | 
He now returns to Britain a ſupport, 
Wiſe in her. ſenate, graceful in her court: 
— of haming, and.the foul of wid. 
© Warwick! (whom the muſe is foud to name, 
And kindles, conſcious of her future theme), 
O Warwick! by divine contagion bright, 
And leave thy years, and leap into thy prime! 
2 d ena at 
A toſe- bud opens to a ſummer's morn, ? 
Full blown cre noon her fragrant pride diſplays,.. | 
And thews-th' abundance of her purple rays. 1 
Wit, as her bays, was once a barren tree; 
We now ſurpris d her fruitful branches free; N 
Or, orange like, till his auſpicious time 
It grew indeed, but ſhiver d in qur clime : 


And fiz'd indulgent in a warmer bed. 

The nation pleas d enjoys the rich produce, 
When looſe from public cares the grove he fought, | 

And filF'd the leiſure interval with thought, 

The various labours gf his cafy page, 

A chance amuſement, poliſh'd half an age. 


Beyond this truth old bards could ſcarce invent, 
Who durſt to frame a world by accident. 

What ke has ſung, how early, and how well, 
The Thames thall boaſt, and Roman Tyber tell. 


7  ALETTER TO ME*TICKELI. my 


Fa glory more tublime remains in ſtore, 
eee ſuch his talents, that he ſung no more. 
' No fuller proof of pow'r th Almighty gave, 


"More lofty ſubjects ſhould my numbers raiſe : 
I dim (illuſtrious rivalry !) coatend 
The ſtateſman, patriot, Chriſtian, and the friend? 
"His glory ſuch, it borders on diſgrace 
4} Tofay he ſung the beſt of human race. 


Making the fea, than curbing her proud wave. 

Nought can the genius of his works tranſcend, 
But their fair purpoſe and important end; | 
To rouze the war for injur'd Europe's laws ; 


' To ſteel the patriot in great Brunfwic's cauſe ; 


Wich virtue 's charms to kindle facred love, 


or paint th eternal bow'rs of bliſs above. | 
Where hadſt thou room, great author! where to roll 
The mighty theme of an immortal foul ? : 


Thy proofs ſo ſtrong for immaterial thought? 
J der let me join, all other may excel ; 
ow could a mortal efſence think ſo well? 


But why ſo large in the great writer's praiſe ? 


& 


In joy once join'd, in ſorrow now for years, 


j Partner in grief and brother of my tears, 
Tickell, accept this verſe, thy mournful due : 
wou farther ſhalt the ſacred theme purſue; | . 
ud as thy ſtrain deſcribes the matchleſs man, 


Thy life ſhall ſecond what thy muſe began. 


Tho” fweet the numbers, tho' a fire divine 
$ Dart thru' the whole, and burn in ev'ry line; 
do ſtrives not for that excellence he draws, 
| E flain'd by fame, and ſuffers from applauſe. 


But haſte to thy illuſtrious taſk ; prepare 


e noble work well truſted to thy care; 


The gift bequemthed by Addiſon's command, . 
To Craggs made fared by his dying hand. 
The ſentter d Bight in one united blaze; 
Then bear to bim { true, fo truly lov'd, 

In life diſtimguiſh d, and in death approv'd, 
Th immortal legacy. - He hangs a while 
In gen'rous anguith o er the glorious pile; 
With anzious pleaſure the known page reviews, 


Thy other cares for Britain's weal ſuſpend ; 

"Think not, O patriot, while thy eyes o'erflow, 
Thoſe cares ſuſpended for a private woe ; 
Thy love to him is to thy country ſhown, 
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FO! 
What tho* thy tears pour'd o'er thy gadlike friend, 
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OCCASIONED BY THE 
BRITISH FLEET, _ 
AND THE 
POSTURE OF AFFAIRS, 
| M. DCC. XX XIV. 
Written in the character of a Sairox. 
Muſa dedit fidibus di vos pueroſyue Dorum. Hor. 
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FOREIGN ADDRESS; 


ON THE 
POSTURE OF AFFAIRS. 


1 guardian gods! who wait on kings, 
Of ciſing thought, ſulicit, | beſeech, 
For a poor ſtranger, come from far ; 
Pracure a ſuppliant traveller 
Kaſe of acceſs, and the fo our oGypeech. 

IL 

'Tis gain'd : hail, monarchs great and wiſe! 
From diſtant climes, and duſky ſkies, 


1 Ter ſeas and lands. I flew, your car to claim: 


Yours is the fun, and purple vine ; 
Deep in the frozen north I pine; 
vor vine, nor fun could warm me like my theme. 
III. | 
A theme how great! on yonder tide _— 
A leaflefs foreſt ſpreading wide 
| The labour of the deep, my muſe ſurveys: 
A Fleet, whoſe empire o'er the wave 
| You grant, Time ſtrengthens, Nature gave; 
Now big with death, the terror of the ſcas! 
IV. 
Ye great by fea! ye ſhades ador'd! 
Who lir'd the bomb, and bath'd the ſword, 


ite! ariſe! ariſe! tis Britain charms ; 


Ariſe, ye boaſt of former wars ! 

And pointing to your glorious icars, 

| Rouſe me to verſe, your martial ſons to arms. 
US 
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r 
From heav'n her deep-reſounding 

Clio! the * god which gave thy charming 
Demands its moſt exalted ſtrain, 
— — 

Of Ocean's queen what wonders wilt thou tell? 
Such wonders as may paſs for ſport, 
Or viſion in a ſouthern court : 

But, mighty 'Thrones! thoſe truthe which make me 


Your fathers faw, your ſons ſhall ſee: (glow, | 


Then quit your infidelity ; 
Some truths tis better to believe than know. 
VII. 
Believe me, Kings! at Britain's nod, 
From cach inchanted grove and wood, 
Huge oaks ſtalk down th' unſhaded mountain's fide; 
The lofty pines aſſume new forms, 
Fly round the globe, and Roe in ſtorms; 
And tread and triumph on the wo:e'ring tide. 
> TR 
She nods again: the lab'ring earth 
Diſcloſes a ſtupendous birth: 
In ſmoking rivers runs her molten ore: 
Thence, monſters of enormous fize, 
And hideous nature, frowning riſe, 


Flame from the deck, from trembling baſtious wan 


IX. 
Theſe miniſters of wrath fulfil, 
On empires wide, an iſſand's will: 
Ye nations! know; know, all ye ſcepter d pow'rs! 
In ſulph'rous night, and maſſy balls, 
And floods of flame, the tempeſt falls, 
When ſtern Britannia's awful ſenate lours. 


Neptune. 
1 
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OFF AFFAIRS. 333 
X. | 
Bold is the ſtyle, when hearts are bold! 
13 Would Britain have her anger told? 
2 0! never let a meaner language ſound, 
| | Than that which thro” black zther ronls, 
17 Aud rocks pale realms, when angry Jove has frown'd. 
| XI. 
In peace ſhe ſheaths her courage keen, 
And ſpares her nitrous magazine; 
Fer cannon ſlumber at the world's deſire ; 
j But, give juſt cauſe, at once they blaze, 
At once they thunder from the ſcas, 
W 
XII. 
| | Then Furies riſe! the battle raves ! 
's fide: | And rends the ſkies, and warms the waves, 
'* |} And calls a tempeſt from the peaceful deep, 
In ſpite of nature, ſpite of Jove, 
While all ſerene, and huſh'd above, 
The boiſt rous winds in azure chambers lleep. 
Vu 
This, this, my Monarchs! is the ſcene 
| For hearts of proof, for gods of men; 
Ire War's whole ſting is ſhot, whole heart is ſpent 
You ſport in arms; how pale, how tame, 
— How lambent is Eellona's flame, 
0 XIV. 
A ſwarm of deaths the mighty bomb 
wan! | Now ſcatters from her glowirg womb; 
I Nowthe chain's bolts in dread alliance join'd, 
1 Red-wing'd with an expanding blaſt, 
Sweep, in black whirbwinds, man and maſt, 
A leave a fing'd and naked hull behind. 
V3 


2% ON THE POSTURE 
| XV. 
I'm ſtruck with pale deſpair; - 
My Patrons ! what a burſt was there! 
The ſtrong-ribb'd barques at once diſploding fly! 
Inſatiate death! compendtous fate 
Deep wound to ſome brave bleeding ſtate ! 
One moment's guilt a thouſand heroes die. 
XVI. 
The great, gay, graceful, young and brave, 
(Short obſequies!) the fable wave 
Involves in endleſs night: ye graveleſs dead! 
Where are your conqueſts ? now you rove 
Pale, penſive, thro' the coral grove, 
29 
XVII. 
While virgins fair, with tender toil, 
Of fragrant blooms their gardens ſpoil, | 
Low ly the brows for which the wreath's deſigu d 
Ja ſca- weed wrapt; alas! how vain 
| The hope; the joy, the grief, the pain, 
The love, and godlike valour of mankind? 
XVIII. 

Oft braſs his heart who durſt explore, 
Shut up in triple braſs and more, 
Who when explor'd the ſecret durſt explain? 

How, in one inſtant, at one blow, 

The maiden's ſigh, the mother's throe, 
Of half a widow'd land to render vain. 

XIX. 

Sce! yon cowÞ'd friar in his cell, 

With ſulphur, flame, and cruetble : 
And can the charms of guld that faint inſpire! 

O curſed caufe! O curs d event! 

O wond'rous pow'r of accident ! 


- | and chime the doud, the thunder, and the e 


S AFFAIR 8. 2 


XX. 
But the rank growth of modern ill, 
Too well deferv'd that fatal Gill, 

The &ill by which Deſtruction ſwiftly runs; 
And feas, and lands, and worlds lays waſte, 
With far more terror, far more haſte, 

XXI. 
In frown and force old war muſt yield; 
The chariot ſeyth'd, which mow'd the field, 

The ram, the caſtled elephant were tame, 
Tame to rang'd ordnance, which denies 
Superior terror to the ſkies, 


XXII. 
The flame, the thunder, and the cload, - 
The night by day, the fea of blood, 1 


Hoſts wWhirl'd in air, the ycll, the finking throng, 


The graveleſs dead, an ocean warm d. 
A firmament by mortals ſtorm'd, 8 
2 — +.- Aachen. 4 
| XXIII. 
Or do I dream, or do I rave ? 

Or do I fee the gloomy cave, a 
Whne Jove's ann frame ? 
The ſwarthy gods of toil and heat | 

Loud peals on mountain-anvils beat, 


And panting tempeſts rout the roaring flame. 


XXIV. 
Ye ſons of Xtna! hear my call; 
Let your unſiniſh'd labours fall, 
That ſhicld of Mars, Mincrva's helmet blue: 
Suſpend your toils, ye brawry throng! 
Charm'd by the magic of my ſong, N 


a5 ON THE POSTURE 
* XXV. 
Begin; and firſt take winged flight, 
Fierce flames, and elouds of thickeſt nig 
And trembling terror, paler than the dead; 
Then borrow from the north his roar, 
Mix groans and death; one vial pour 
ot dread Britannia's wrath, and it is made. 
—_— 
Yet, Peace celeſtial ! may thy charms, 
Still fire our breafts, tho' clad in arms: 
If ſcenes of blood avenging fates derree, 
For thee the fword brave Britons wield; 
For thee, charge oer th' embattled field; 
Qr plunge thro' ſeas, thro” crimſon ſeas for thee. 
XXVII. 
Even now for peace the gods are preſs d 
We woo the nations to be blefs'd ; 
Fox peace, victorious Kings! we call to you: 
| For peace, on pinions of the dove, 
Soft emblem of eternal love! | 
Thro' tracklefs air, and deſart ſkies I flew. 
XXVIII. 
My former lays of rough contents, 
Of waves, and wars, and armaments, 
Were but as peals of ordnance to confeſs 
Your height of dignity, to clear 
Your deaf, your late-obſtructed ear, 
And wake attention to more mild addreſs, 
XXIX. 
Have I not heard you both declare, 
Your hearts deteſt the purple war, 
And melt in anguiſh for the world's repoſe! 
Hail then! all hail! your with is crowa'd, 
Your god:ike zAl thro” time rcnown'd, - 


Thio' Europe bleſs d; with joy her heart o'erflows. - 
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he, Io meet your arms, comes finiling forth, 
 F And leads foft-handed peace: how pow'rful he! 
His num*rous race, the bloſſoms bright 
Of golden empire, radiant fight ! 
Endleſs beam on into eternity. 
XXX. 
Your moſt obdurate foes may gain : 
Lee, how their charms in lineal luſtre ſhine l 2 
5 Thbro' ev'ry genuine branch, the fire 


n Has darted rays of temper d fizxe; 
lee. The mother breath'd foft air, and bloom divine: 
| þ + © { cs 
3 | How fair the ficld ! ye Aonian bees! 
The flow'rs ambroſial fendly feize, 


 Lumirious draw the ſweet Hyblean ſtrain ; 
That gods may lean from hcav'n to hear, 
And my thron'd patron's raviſh'd car 
The ſoul's rich nectar drink, and thirſt again. 
XXXIII. 
Tven mine they taſte; and with feel 
- Ambitioa's fumes my ſtrains repreſs ; 
The fever flics ; no noxious thoughts ferment ; 
No frenzy, taking friends for foes ; 
The pulſe ſubſides ; . 
Nor I my winged embaſſy repent. 
XX XIV. | 
No: by the blood of Blenheim's plain, 2 
| I ſwear, the rumour'd war is vain; 
I ball Gallic faith and friendſhip ever ceaſe ? 
: 22 
I ſwear by great Eliza's ſhade, 
lows. as Hb ite Dim 6 acne. 


Te poets, 
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XXXV. 
Ten, leſt I fail, (for prophets old 
Not all infallibly foretold), 
We fet our naval terrors in array. 

Know, Britons ! an AuGus Tvs reigns; 

I foes compel, fend forth your chains, 
While havghty throues, uncenſur'd, might obey. 

XXXVI. 

O could I fing as you have fought! 

Fd raiſe a monument of thought, 

Bright as the fun!—how you burn at my bent! 

How the drums all around, 

ing reſound |! 
How the ſwords flame on high! 
How the cannon, deep knell! 
Fates of kingdoms foretell ! 
n our fathers brave part, 
How to battle, to conqueſt, to triumph we dan! 
XXXVII. 
But who gives conqueſt ? He, whoſc ray 
[@darkack turns the blaze of day; 
E favour far outflows the main; 
rr 

And curb more rebel human will, — 

With peace, O! bleſs us, or in war ſuſtain. 
XXXVIII. 

Doſt thou ſuſtain ' — Ye twinkling fry? 
That ſwim the feas, glide gently by; 
Tho” your ſcales glitter, tho your numbers frram, 

Ab! gently glide, for life's dear ſake; 

Nor dare Leviathan awake, 

Who ſpouts a river, and who breathes a ſtorm. 
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XXXIX. 
And now, who cenfures this addreſs ? | 
Thus, crowns, ſtates, common men make peace : 


A They felt, footh, double, dive, ſwear, pray, defy : 


And when rank int' reſt has prevaiFd, 
And artifice the treaty ſeal d, 


| XL. 
Ambailadors, ye mouths of Kings! 
Ye'miſſfive monarchs ! empire's wings! 


| What tho” the muſe your province proudly. choſes 


'Tis a reprifal fairty made, 
Her province you long ſince invade, 


9 — in the vale of proſe. 


XLI. 
More ſafe, O muſe! that humble vale, 
Than the proud furge and ſtormy gale : 
Thy dang'rous feas with wrecks are cover d o'er : 
Dulneſs and frenzy curſe thy ſtreams, 
Rocks, infamous for murder'd names ! 


| 9! bike thy Felling fails, and make to ſhore. — 


XLII. * 
While warmer climes, in cooler ſtrains, 
Or tented fields, or duſty plains, 
The bleeding horſe, and horſeman hurl to ground; 
Tis mine to fing, and ſing the firſt, 


XLII. 
Nor mean the ſong, or great my blame ; 
When ſuch the patrons, ſuch the theme, 


Ine night not glow, foar, paint, with rage divine? 


Truth, ſimple truth, I proudly dreſt 
In Fancy's robe; her flow ry veſt 


dip d in the curious colours of the Nine. 


* U — 8 
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| XLIV. 
But, ab! 'tis paſt; I fink; I faint; 
Nor more can glow, or foar, or paint; 
The refluent raptures from my boſom row! ; 
To bean returns the cared maid, 
And all her golden vitoas fade, 
Ne'cr to reviſit my tumultuous foul. 
XLV. 
My vocal ſhell! which Thetis form'd 
Beneath the waves, which Venus warm'4 
With all her charms, (if ancient tales be true), 
And in thy pearly boſom glow'd . 
Ere Pzan filver chords beſtow's ; 
My ſhell ! which Clio gave, which ki | 
Which Europe's bleeding genius call'd abroad, 
Adieu, pacific lyre | my laurell'd thrones! aden 
Hear, Atticus! your ſailor s ſong zI fing, Live for you. 


. b 5 7 
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MDCCXXVL 


E ROBERT WALPOLE, 
= r inflame ; | 
—"_—_ ] ed no muſe, a Walpole is my theme. 


Te mighty dead! ye garter d ſons of praiſe! 
Our morning ſtars! our boaſt in former days! 
Which bow ring o'er, your purple wings diſplay, 
Lur'd by the pomp. of this diſtiuguiſh'd day, 
| Stoop and attend: by one the knee be bound; 
One, throw the mantle's crimſon folds around; 
Iy that, the fword on his proud thigh be plac'd, 
_ | This claſp the di'mond girdle round his waiſt; | 
| His breaſt, wich rays, let juſt Godolphin ſpread ; 
| Wiſe Burleigh plant the plumage on bis bead: 
| And Edward own, fince firſt he fix'd the race, 
" I None prefa'd fair Glory with a ſwiſter pace. 
O aid fome fav'rite king's illuſtrious toil, 
| It bids his blood with gen'rous ardour boil; 
His blood, from Virtue's celebrated ſource, 
— 1 
* 5 


242 THE INSTALMENT, 
That men prepar'd may juſt attention pay, 
Mad by the dawn to mark the glorious day, 
— Rubs WF Hen, 
Collected to a point intenſely ſhine. 

Sec, Btitain? ſee thy Walpole ſhine from far, 
His azure ribbon. and his radiant ſtar; 

A ſtar that, with auſpicious deams, ſhall guide 
Thy veſſel fafe thro” Fortune's rougheſt tide. 

If Peace ftill ſmiles, by this ſhall Commerce ſteer, 
A nim d courſe, in triumph round the ſphere; | 
In Britaln's lap the world's abundance pour. 

If war's ordain d, this ſtar ſhall dart its beams 
"Thro* that black cloud, which riſing from the Thames, 
With thunder form'd of Brunfwic's wrath, is ſent 
To claim the ſeas, and awe the continent: | 

This ſhall direEf ir where the bolt to throw, 

A ſtat for us, 4 comet to the foe. 

At this the muſe ſhall kindle, and afpire: 

My breaſt, O Walpole, glows with grateful fire; 
'The ſtreams of royal bounty, turn'd by thee, 
Refreſh the dry domains of poefy. 

My fortune ſhews. when arts are Walpole's care, 
Whit fender worth forbids us to deſpair; 
Be this thy partial ſmile from cenſure free: 
"Twas meant for Merit, tho” it fell un me. 

Since Brunfwic's ſmile has authoriz'd my muſe, 
Chaſte be her conduct, and ſublime her views. 
Falſe praiſes are the whoredoms of the pen, 
Which proſtitute fair Fame to worthleſs men. 
This profanation of celeſtial fire, | 
Makes fools defpiſe what Wiſdom ſhould admire. 
Let thoſe I praiſe to diſtant times be known, 
Not by their author's merit, but their own. 
If others think the taſk is hard, to weed 
From verſe rank Flattery's vivacious feed, 
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2 his! and Patriot! let them ſing of thee. 
In, Ihe gen tous orange, fav'rite of the ſun, 
With vig'rous charms can thro' the ſeaſons run; 
3 And flow'rs and fruits in rival pomp are ſeen; 
Where bloffoms fall, ſtil! fairer bloſſoms ſpring ; 
And midſt their ſweets the feather'd pocts ſing. 
5 On Walpole thus, may pleas'd Britannia view 
| At ance her ornament, and profit too; 
5s | The fruit of ſervice, and the bloom of fame, 
hames, 7 — 
I pi can pity, and its rage eſpiſe; 
Ie fall no honours, but ſecurely great, 
luſaded holds the colour of his fate: 
' No winter knows, tho” ruſfling factions preſs ; 
ez If wiſdom deeply rooted. in ſucceſs : 
ne glory ſhed, a brighter is diſplay d“; 
And the charm'd muſes ſhelter in his thade. 
are, © how I long, enkindled by the theme, 
In deep eternity to launch thy name! 
Thy name in view, no rights af verſe I plead, 
„IN what chaſte Truth indites, old Time ſhall read. 
ue, * Behold! a man of ancient faith and blood, 
. * Which ſuon beat high for arts, and public good: 
* Whoſe glory great, but natural appc ars, 
* The genuine growth of ſervices and years; 
' | © No ſudden exhalation drawn on high, 
nive. * And fondly gilt by partial majeſty : 
1 © One bearing greateſt toils with greateſt eaſe; 
* One born to ſerve us, and yet burn to plcaſe; 


1. of the Garter. 
S 
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* Whom, while our rights in equal feales he lays, 
© The prince may truſt, and pet the people praiſe; 
« His genius ardent, yet his judgment clear, - 
« His tongue is flowing, and his heart fincere; 
«© His counſel guides, his temper chears our ifle, 


« And finiling, gives three kingdoms cauſe to finite.” 


Joy then to Britain, bleſ d with fuck a fon; 
To Walpole joy, by whom the prize is won; 
Who nobly conſcious meets the fmiles of Fate; 
'True greatneſs lyes in daring to be great. 
To ſhades, nor wear bright honours fairly won; 
Such. men prefer, miſled by falſe applauſe, 
The pride of modeſty to Virtue's cauſe. 
rue, edi mls emer mc, 
"Tis great to merit, and tis wiſe to wear; 
*Fis holding up the prize to public view, 
Heightens the luſtre of our age and clime, 
And ſheds rich ſeeds of worth for future time. | 
Proud chiefs alone, in fields of laughter ſam d, 
Of old, this azure bloom of glory claim'd. 
As when ſtern Ajax pour d a purple flood, 
The violet roſe, fair daughter of his blood. 
And both Minervas riſe in equal pride; 
Proclaiming loud, a monarch fills the throne, 
Who ſhines illuſtrious, not in wars alone. 
Let Fame look lovely in Britannia's eyes; 
They coldly court deſert, who Fame defpiſe : 
For what's ambition but fair Virtue's fail ? 
And what applauſe but her propitious gale? 
When ſwell d with that, ſhe fleets before the wind 
To glorious aims, as to the port deſigu d: 
When chain'd, wi it, to the lab'ring car, 
She toils ! ſhe pants! nor gains the flying ſhore: 
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I ber ſublime purſuits, or turn'd afide 
Ai I blaſts of Envy, or by Fortune's tide : 
| For one that has ſucceeded, ten are loſt, 
I @ equal talents, cre they make the coaſt. 
Then let Renown to worth divine incite, 
With all her beams, but throw thoſe beams arighe. 
Then Merit droops, and Genius downward tends, 
- | When godlike Glory like our land deſcends. 
Caſlom the Garter long confin'd to few ; 
And gave to Birth, exalted Virtue's due: 
| Walpole has thrown the proud incloſure down; 
| mall d, let the Peerage ſmiling fee, 
(Smiling in juſtice to their own degree), 
wis proud reward of majeſty beſtow'd 
n worth like that, whence firſt the peerage flow d. 
From frowns of Fate Britannia's bliſs to guard, 
| Gods are moſt gods by giving to excel; 


thort is the winged arrow's upward flight ; 

Tut if an cagle it transfiz on high; - 

lad in the wound it foars into the ſky. 

Thus while I fing thee with uncqual lays, 

And wound perhaps that worth I mean to praiſe; 

ul tranſcend myſelf, I riſe in fame, 

| No more; for in this dread fuſpenſe of Fate, 
Now kingdoms fluctuate, and in dark debate 

Veigh peace and war, now Europe's eyes are bent 

GW mighty Brunfwic, for the great event, 

Kunfwie, of kings the terror or defence ! 

We detain thee at a world's expence ? 

X 3 
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To Mrs B 2 


My wal ſhall be ſatiefied even as it were with marrow and | 
fainels; when wy mouth praiſerk thee with joyful lips 
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HE days how few, how ſhort the years 
Of man's too rapid race, 
Each leaving, as it fwiftly flies, 
A ſhorter in its place? 
They who the langeſt leaſe enjoy, 
Have told us, with a ſigh, 
That, to be born, ſeems little more : 
Than to begin to die. 
Numbers there are who feel this truth, 
With fears alarm'd ; and yet 
In life's deluſions lull'd aſlecp, 
And am not I to theſe a-kin ? 
Age ſlumbers o'er the quill ; 
Its honour blots whate'er it writes, 
And am I writing ill ? 


. 
od agus on nn. 
To foften cenfure, and abate «+ 
Its rigour on my faults, 


Permit me, Madam, ere to you 
Tube promis d veric I pay, 
To touch on felt infirmity, 

Sad fiſter of decay. 


One world deceas'd, another born, 
Like Noah they behold, 

Oer whoſe white — — 
Too many ſuns have roll d. 


. 


» 
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Happy the patriarch! he rejoĩc d Amid 

His ſecond world to ſee; A 

My ſecund world, tho” gay the ſcene, And 

To me this brilliant age appears 'ORe 

With defolation fpread ; 3 

Near all with whom I liv'd, and ſmit'd, Tho 

Whilſt life was life, are dead; An 

And with them died my joys; the grave | Bene: 

Has broken nature's laws ; ' Id 

And clos'd, — — 'To tl 

Its partial eruel jaws ; bs 
Cruel to ſpare! Condemn'd to life ! . all o 

A cloud impairs my fight; of 

E And trembles as I write. W 
wet hall I write? Thalia! tell; hw 
| Say, long-abandon'd muſe ! - in 
What field of fancy ſhall I range? This 

What fubjet ſhall I chufſe ? TI 

A. choice of moment high inſpire, Am 

Aud reſrue me from ſhame, Co 

For doating on thy charms fo late, The 

By grandeur in my theme. 1 

Which dazzle; or amaze ; Fi 

Beyond renown'd exploits of war, To 

Bright charms, or empire's blaze, T 

Are themes which, in a world of woe, The 

Can beſt appeaſe our pain; . 

And, in an age of gaudy guilt, | And 

| * 


Su folly's flood reſtrain; 


* n — . 2 
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ui Ft as T NATTox 
- Amidſt the ſtorms of life ſupport 
| A calm, unſhaken mind ; 
The brow of the refign'd. 


 »ORes1Gna7ron'! yet unſung, 
| Untouch d by former ſtrains; 
Tho claiming ev'ry muſe's ſmile, 
And ev'ey poet's pains; 
I dedicate my page 
To thee, thou ſafeſt guard of youth! 
Thou fole ſupport of age! 
Ot virtue-faiatly bright; 
In evils to diſcern: 
The lateſt which-we kara: 


& melancholy truth ! For know, 
Could our proud hearts reſign, 
\The diſtance greatly would decreaſe 
"Fwixt human and divine. 


But tho' full noble is my theme, 
Full urgent is my call 

To ſoften ſorrow, and forbid 
The burſting tear to fall; 


The taſk I dread : dare I to leave 
\ Of humble proſe the ſhore, 

| And put to ſea ? a dang'rous fea ! 

What throngs have funk before ! 


% 


-3ge 


us LNESICNATION ma 


The God! — 1 þ 
A beaſt how vain} what wreeks abound | 
Dead bards ſtench every caalt — + 


What then am 1? ſhall Lprefume, 


0 
How ſhameful her requeſt ? | 
My brain in labour for dull chime” | 
Her's teeming with the beſt! 


But you a ſtranger will excuſe, 

Nor ſcorn his feeble firains 

Per 
No ſtranger to your pain.  _ 

The ghoſt of grief deceas d aſcends, 
His old wound bleeds anew; 

His forrows are recalFd'to life 

_ by theſe he ſees in you: 


Of ardent hearts combin d; 
When rent aſunder, how they bleed, 
How hard to be relign' . | 
Sa 
The pang you feel, he felt; 
Thus nature, loud as virtue, bids 
His heart at yours to melt. | 
NM M —. a 4 
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. 9 Sue what can heart, or head ſuggeſt ? 


F What fad expericnce ſay ? 
F Through truths auſtere, to peace we work 
Our rugged, gloomy way : 
What are we ? whence ? for what ? and whither ? 
But Thought, bright daughter of the fries | 
Can tears to triumph turn. 


Thought is our armour, 'tis the mind's 
 HInpenetrable ſhield, 

When ſent by fate, we mart cur foes 
In fore affliction's field; 


Ik plucks the fprigheful maſk from ills, 
Forbids pale fear to hide | 
Affection frail ! train d up by ſenſe, 
From reafon's channel ſtrays; 
And hilft it blindly points at peace, 
| Thought winds its fond, erroncous ſtream 
| To nouriſh rich, immortal blooms, 
I In amaranthine bow'rs ; 

hence throngs, in entaſy, look down 
'} On what once ſhock d their fight; 
| And thank the terrors of the paſt, 
For ages of delight. - 
Al withers here; who moſt poſſeſs 
4 Arc loſers by their gain. 
RIA grunt, cher, had at deft, 
Life's idle All is vain : 
vor. 1. Y 
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Pars þ 

Vain, in its courſe, life's murm'ting ſtream;, 
Did not its courſe offend, 

But murmur ceaſe ; life, then, would ſeem 
Still vainer, from its end. pg 


How wretched ! who, through cruel fate, 
Have nothing to lament, 
Deplorably content? 

His wiſh had been moſt wiſe ; 

To be content with but one world, 

Of earth's revenue would you ſtate 
A full account, and fair ? 

We hope; and hope; and hope; then caſt 
the total up deſpair. 


Since vain all here, all future, vaſt, 
Embrace the lot aſſign d; 

Heav'n wounds to heal ; — OT 
Its ſtrokes ſevere, moſt kind. 


Titulk of milder whe weak; 
Thoſe urge us to be wife. 


From virtue's rugged path to right; 
By pleaſure are we brought 

To flow'ry fields of wrong, and there 
Pain ehides us for our fault: 


Pars þ 
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whilſt it chides, it ſpeaks of peace, | . 
a folly is withſtood; 


And fays, time pays an eaſy price, 


For our eternal good. 


In carth's dank cot, and in an hour, 


And in deluſion great, 


| What an economiſt is man, 


To ſpend his whole eſtate, 


| And beggar an eternity? 


For which as he was born, 8 : 
More worlds than one againſt it weigh'd, 
As feathers he ſhould ſcorn. 


er not, your loſs in triumph leads 


Religion's feeble ſtriſe; 


Joys bankrupts of this life. 


Axt not deferr'd your joy ſo long, 


It bears an early date; 


Her melancholy face, 


| Like liquid pearl ? like pearls of price, 


| ict tens honors, and ucts the will, 


paſſion tames, 
— infatiate, keen defire, 
From launching to extremes. 


If our dim eye was thrown, =E 
Clear ſhould we fee, the will divine 
Has but foreſtall d our own. 
1 2 
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Self-lever'd, we complain; 

If fo, the wounded, not the wound 
Tho' you may think it flow, 
When, in the liſt of fortune's ſmiles, 
You'll enter frowns' of woe. | 

For mark the path of providence; 
This courſe it has purſu d. 

Pain is the parent, woe the womb» 
« Of ſound, important good.” 

| Our hearts are faſten'd to this world 
By ſtrong and endlets ties; 

And ev'ry ſorrow cuts a ſtring, 
And urges us to riſe. 


vill found ſevere——yet reſt afur'd 
I'm ftudious of ypur peace; 


Tho' I ſhould dare to give you joy——. 
Yes, joy of his deceafe : 


An hour ſhall come (you queſtion this} 
An hour, when you ſhall blefs, 
Beyond the brighteſt beams of life, 

Dark days of your di ſtreſs. 
Hear then without ſurprize a truth, 
A daughter truth to this, 
Swift turns of fortune often tie 
A bleeding heart to bliſs. 
Eſteem you this a parados ? 
My facred motto read ; 
A glorious truth! divinely ſung 
By one whoſe heart had bled. 
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| To Refignation fwift he flew, | 8 


In her a friend he found ; | 
A friend, which blefs'd him with a ſmile 
on earth nought precious is obtain d 
But what is painful too; | 
By travel, and to travel born, 
Dur ſabbaths are but few: 


To real joy we work our way, 
Encountering many a thock, 

Ere found what truly charms; as found 
A Venus in the block. 


In ſome diſaſter, ſome ſevere 


Appointmeat for our fins, 
That mother bleſſing, (not ſo call d) 


| True happincis, begins. 

| No martyr cer dety's the flames, 

By ſtings of life uavext ; 

Firſt roſe ſome quarrel with this world, 
Then paſſion for the next. 


You ſee, then, pangs are parent-pangs, 
The panys of happy birth ; 
True happineſs on carih. 
The peopled earth look all around, 
Or thro” time's records run 
And fay, What is a man uanſtruck ? 
It is a man undone. 


This moment, am I deeply ſtung — 
My bold pretence is try d; 
When vain man boaſts, Mews's mus tw grout 
The yauntiogs of his pride 3 
13 


s RESIGNATION. 1 
Now need I, madam ! your ſupport.— 

How exquiſite the tmart ! 
How critically tim'd the news 
Which ſtrikes me to the heart ! 
The pangs of which I fpoke, I feel: 
_ If worth like thine, is born, 

O long belov'd! I blefs the blow, 
And triumph, whilſt I mourn. 


Nor mourn I long; by grief ſubdu d 
Be reaſon's empire ſhown ; 

23232 by Hwes's drwes, 
Continues by our on; 

And when continu d paſt its point, 
Indulg'd in length of time, 73 
Corrupts into a crime : 

And ſhall I, criminally mean, 

Myſelf and ſubject wrong? 

No: my example ſhall ſupport 
The ſubject of my ſong 

Madam! I grant, your loſs is great, 

Nor little is your gain; 

Let that be weigh'd; when weigh'd wright, 
It richly pays your pain. 

When Heaven would. kindly ſet us free, 
And carth's enchantment end, 

It takes the moſt effectual means, 
And robs us of a FxienD: 

But fuch a friend and figh no more? 
'Tis prudent; but ſevere : 

Heaven aid my weakneſs, and I drop- 

The death of Mr Rickardſon.. 
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Had he been (ll alive; 


in my diſtreſs of thought, 
Ting'd with his beams my cloudy 
And beautify d a fault. N 


; To touch our paſſions' ſecret ſprings, 


Was his peculiar care; 


| And deep bis bappy genius died 


To him preſented, at his birth, 


| The key of human hearts: 


But not to me by him bequeath'd 
His tender hand to touch the wound 

In throbbings of diſtreſs : | 
Howe'er, proceed 1 muſt, unbleſs'd 

With Eſculapian art: 
Know, love ſometimes, miſtaken love! 

Plays diſaſſection's part: 
They correſpond from diſtant worlds, 

Tho' tranſports are deny” . 
Are you not, then, unkindly kind. 
Is not your love ſevere ? F | 
al ſtop that cryſtal ſource of woe; 

Nor wound him with a tear... 


260 

As thoſe above from human bliſs 
 Reeeive enereaſe of joy; 

May not a ſtroke from human woe, 
In part, their peace deſtroy ? 
Tour, now, paternal care: | 
It will diſcern him there; 

In features, not of form alone, 

But thoſe, I truſt, of mind, 

Auſpicious to the public weal, 

And to their fate reſign d. | 

Think on the tempeſts he ſuſtainꝰ d;. 
Revolve his battles won; 

From ſuch a father's ſon: 

Is conſolation what you ſeek ? 
Fan, then, his martial fire; 

And animate to flame the ſparks 
Bequeath'd him by his fire. 

As nothing great is born in haſte, 
Wiſe Nature's time allow ; 

Bis father's laurels may. deſceng, 
And flouriſh on his brow, 
Nor, Madam! be ſurpris d to hear, 
That laurels may be due 
Not more ta heroes of the ſield, 
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 FESTCNATION 2 


In fields of blood; a banner bright ! 
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Beneath a banner nobler far 
Than ever was unfurl'd 


High-wav'd o'er all the world. 

An umverſal light; | 

On nations whelm's in night: 
Than to ſuſtain the dreadful blow, 

When thoſe we love expize ? 


Go forth a moral Amazon ; 1 
Arm' d with undaunted thought ; 0 a 9 
You'll think it cheaply boughe : 
Unactive, and can ſmile 

cncath affliction's galling load, 

Out- acts a Cæſar s toil; 


| The billows ſtain'd by faughter'd foes, 


Inferior praiſe afford; 


Reaſon's a bloodleſs conqueror, 


More glorious than the fword. 
Such ſweet delight, as from your heart 
Soft whiſpers of applauſe: 
The dear deceas d fo ſam d in arms, 
| With what delight he'll view 
His triumphs os the main outdone, 
Thus conquer d, twice, by you 


26% RESIGNATION. Put 
Share his delight; take bheed to ſhun 

Of boſoms moſt diſeas'd * 

That odd diſtemper, an abfurd 
Neluctance to be pleas' d: 

Some ſeem in love with Zorrow's charms, 
And that foul fiend embrace : | 
- And ſtamp it with diſgrace: 
Sorrow! of horrid parentage ! 

Thou ſecond-born of hell! 
Againſt Heaven's endleſs mercics pour'd. 

How dar'ſt thou to rebel ? 


And nurs'd by want of thought, 
And to the door of Frenzy's ſelf 
Dy perſeverance brought: 
From brutal eyes have ran; 
Smiles, incommunicable fmiles ! 
Are radiant marks of man ; 
They caſba ſudden glory round 
Th' illumin'd human face; 


And light, in ſons of hqneft joy, 
Some beams of Moſes' face. 


Reſign; and all the load of life 
That moment you remove, 
' _ Devolve on one above; | 


art L. 
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On his Almighty bands, 
Softens our duty to relief, 
To bleſſing a command. 


For joy what cauſe ? how ev'ry ſenſe 
Is courted from above 


* 


The year around, with preſents als 


Ihe growth of endleis love! 


But moſt o'erlvok the bleſſings pour d, 

Forget the wonders done, 

And terminate, wrapt up in ſenſe, 
Their proſgect at the ſun; 

From that, their final point of view, 
From that their radiant goal : 

On travel infinite of thought, 
Sets out the nobler foul, 

Broke looſe from Time's tenacious ties, 
And Earth's involving gloom, 


To range at large its vaſt domain, — 


And talk with worlds to come : 


They let unmark'd, and unemploy'd 
Life's idle moments run: 


And doing nothing for themſelves, 


Imagine nothing done; 
Fatal miſtake! their fate goes on, 

Their dread account proceeds, 
And their not- doing is ſet down 

Amongſt their darkeſt deeds; 


Though man fits ſtil, and takes his eaſe, 


God 1s at work on man; 


No means, ne moment wnempley's, 
To bleſs him, if he can. 


£64 


But man conſents as, boldly bene 
To faſhion his own fate; 
Man, a mete bungler in the trade, 
Repents his crime too late; 
Hence loud laments: Jet me thy cauſe, 
Indulgent Father ! plead; 
Not one by Thee was made. 
What is thy whole creation fair ? 
Of love divine the child ; 


Love brought it forth ; and from ics birth, 


Has o'er it fondly fmil'd : 
Now, and thro” periods diſtant far, 
Heav'n is, and has in travel been, 
Its birth the good of man; 
The bluſt ring winds and feas; 
Nor funs diſdain to travel hard 
Their maſter, man, to pleaſe: | 
To final good the worſt events 
Thro' fecret channels run; 
Finiſh for man their deſtin d courſe, 
As twas for man begun. 
renn 
Has often ſmote, and ſmites | 
My mind, as demonſtration ſtrong ; 
That Heaven in man delights; 
What's known to man of thing; unſeen, 
Of future worlds or fates ? 
So much, nor more, than what to man's 
Sublime affairs relates: | 
— "W 
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What's revelatiom-then ? a HA, 
An inventory juſt + 1 0 
0f that poor rar e. 0. 
cd out of night, and duſt. | 


1 
To render joy ngen, 
tes this as welthe'® Gin joy is fol - 
Bryoad this narrow fphere > 
Would we in heav's new. heav'n erexte, 
| And double its delight? | 
| A ming work, when hear's looks down, = 
ee REAR 


To hear its joyful lays, 
As incenſe Sweet enjoy, and join, 
Its acomatic praiſe. - 


eee e 


Of Heav'a's avenging rod, | 
When we preſume te counteract | | 


A ſympathetic Gop ? 

If we refiga, our patience makes 
His rod an harmleſs wand ; 

If not, it darts. a ſerpent 's ſting, 
Like that in Moſes' hand ; 


Like that, it Gwallows up whatc'er 
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Are ſuch commands but it obey'd? 
Of bliſs mall we complain? e 
The man in med. 


Deſerves ſtill greater pain: _ 
Joy is our duty, glory, health; 
The ſunſhine of the foul ; | 
| Who feunly hes he ehate : | 
Joy is our Eden ſtill poſſeſs's : 
Begone, ignoble grief ! 

Tis joy makes gods, and men-cxalts, 
Their nature, our relief; | 
E e es, 
— — 

Is joy and virtue too; 3 
Thus, —— 
More precious we purſue : l 
ot joy the more be have in hand, 
The mort have we to came; 
Joy, like our money, intereſt bears, 
Which daily firells the ſum. 
© But how tofinile; to ſtem the tide 
« Of nature in our veins; 
* Is it not hard to weep in joy? 
„What then to fmile in pains ?” - 
Victorious joy! which breaks the clouds, 
And ſtruggles thro” a ſtorm, 
Proclaims the mind as great as good, 
And bids it doubly y charm ; 
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' F doubly charming in our ſer, 
A fex, by nature, bold; 890 | + | 
What then in yours ? "Vis dimand there, 


Eten 


— 
Yet farther opiate to your pain. 
I labour to ſupply. 


See fois get ard dit 
Ideas of delight, 

Lok then? ihe ndites of 2 friend, 
To ſet your: notiens right. 

As tears the fight, grief dims the foul; 
The foul's horifon clears. 

A friend's an optic to the mind 
With forrow clouded o'er ; 

And gives it ſtrength of fight to ſee 
Nedreſs unſeen before. 
Reaſon is ſomewhat rough in man; 
Extremely ſmooth and fair, 
When.ſhe, to grace her mauly ſtrength, 
Aſſumes a female air: | 

A * friend you have, and I the fame, 
Whoſe prudent, foft addrefs, 
Will bring to life thoſe healing thoughts, 
Which dy'd in-your diſtreſs | 
That friend the ſpirit of my theme 
Extracting for your caſe, | 


Vil kave toms the deg, in thoughts 
| Too common; ſuch as theſe; 


1 2 2 
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Let thoſe lament, to whom. full bowls _ 
Ot parkkag joys are n |, 
Woe tothe faul at perfect eaſe! 
"Tis brewing pere pains; 
n.. : 
— x — 
And deem'd their glory da? 
Alas! poor Envy! ſhe's ftone-blind, 
But forrow well ſubadu d; 
And is youll Suyuies fates. uly's 
By meck, unborrow d good, 


By Reſignatiom all in that 

A double friend may find, 
A wing to beav's, and, while on carth, 
The pillow of mankind ?: 


On pillows vide down, for nat 
Our reſtleſs hopes we place; 

— — AY 
Our hearts repoſe in peaces  — 

Thas penenywiatd Dallgneoies yiekid,, . 
Who fee} alone can gneis; 

"ris difdelies'd —-— minds, YH I Le: 
They muſt conclude it leſs: g 1 - 
The lofs, or gain,:of that alone = 
Have we to hope, or fear; | 
hat fate conerouls, and can igvert | 
—— IE'S.” ; 
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0! the dark days, the year around, 

Of an impatient mind; 
— us,» rmmer py 
, To ſhine on the reſign $0 d 2646 17. 


eee 
And virtue is poſſeſs jj 
— = png 
In the rebellious breaſt. 


The worſt that can annoy ; ', 8 
O! grant to thoſe I love, - Te 
Experience fuller far, l 
Who form our fates above. 


My love where due, if not to thoſe 


To thine on-age in mens neces,.. | * 


And light me to my thema? 
A theme themſelves . n 


Part 


W 


nr Patty | * 
His boaſted laurels die; 

Lawaiog — wiks gun, : 

To female boſums fly. 

This revolution, $:'d by fate, | 
In fable was foretold ; | s 24 

The davk prediction puzzled wits, | i a 
Wes cuts the 2 — 4. 
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They darted fuck a ray, „ 

hy preg 
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When ftrongly firikes the fun; 
yn =O 
— 25 ihe 1 ; 
And orightly kap' ine th throue | 
Of wiſdom's brighter reign : 
Her helmet took; that is, ſhot rays | 
| Of formidable wits  —_/ 
... 
Whick lines immortal writs 


| 7 5§ gig 
Man's folly, dreadful hone; - 
Aud ucny & Midtend feats change d 
Turn d mſtanthy:co ftone. 
The fruit of knowledge, golden fruit! i 
That once forbidden tree, i 
Hedg d in by ſfurly man, is now ” 
To Britain's daughters free : 
In Eve (we know) of fruit fo fair 
The noble thirſt began ; 
And they, ke haz, dave cane} a fa, 
A fall of fame in man: ig 
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— — K 
O Addiſon ! with thee. 

The fon is — * 4 
This fiſter lamp ww et! 


It ſheds, ke: Cynthia; Silver beams- 
On man's nocturnal ſtate; ; 


* Bis ges are and e . 


—— 


PART 1 


2 what in either ſex beyond | 


Of ages paſt enquire, © 

What the moſt formidable fare? N 
To have our own defire.” 

E, in your wrath, the worſt of foes 

| You wiſh extremely ill; 

{ - Expoſe him to the thunder's ſtruke, 
Or that of his own will. | 


Of inclination ftrong, 
Have periſh'd in their ardent wiſh ! 
With ardent, ever wrong! | 


"Tis Refignation's full reverſe, 
Moſt wrong, as it implies 
Error molt fatal in our choice, 
Detachment from the flies. 


What numbers ruſhiog down the ſteep 
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— — make | - 
Omnipotence our own t 
Whole army is Genen! 
Ourſelves above we riſe : | n 

We ſcarce believe ourſelves below! 
We treſpaſs on the Kies! | 


The Lord and foul and fource of all, | 


® All, that the fan ſurveys, fubdu's, 

« But Cato's mighty mind” —— 
How grand! moſt true; ms Gp penancd.... 
The foul of the reſign d: 


To more than kingdoms, more than worlds, 
_ To paics that gives lam; vg 
Great Cato's pride in awe ; 


— — K35S1GNATION. a 


That fatal pride, whoſe couch point 
Transfiz'd bis noble bent: | 
Far nobler ! if his face (nſlngn'sd 
Had left to Heaven the: zeſt ; 2M 
Then he the palm bad how eowny, T7 
At diſtance Caſas tn: PS! 
Pur him of cheaply with the world, r 

B 
it wonders can perform : 

That pow vu charm, * Thy will e done 
Can lay the loudeſt Gorm. 


Come, Relignation.! then, from fields, 

Where, mounted on the wing, | 
222 —— * 10 

Aſcended to their King: I 
Whois it calls thee ?-One what nect . 

Tranſcends the common ſiat; | 
Who ſtands in front againſt a foe 

To which none cqail ride 2 wm 

Of an eternal ſtate; | 

How ſtrongly arm d by fate 
His threat ning foe! what ſhadows deep 
__Oferwhelm his gloomy brow! 0 
mr of 

My ſole aſylum, thou. 


Haſte then, O Reſignation! haſte, EO 41 

"Tis thine to reconcile h 
My foe and me; — Nr 
| a. cmd xad 
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©! for that n , my wich, . 
Whallt here — fiveatk, 
That promiſe of eternal life, 
— AT 
Hath moſt of nn toboatt? 
The man refign'd;/ at once ſerene, 
And giving up the ghoſt. | 
At Death's artival they Mall finite, 
Who not in lite o'er gay, | 
Serious and frequent thought fend out 
To meet him in his way: | 


My gay coevals ! — nor}, 


Till wiſdom can riſe higher ; 
And, arm'd with pious fortitude, 
Death, dreaded once, defire : 

— 

The vaineſt will defpiſe; | 

Shock'd when beneath the ſnow of age, 
Man immaturely dies: 

It am not | myſelf the man? 

No need abroad to roam 
In queſt ef faults to be chaſtis'd; 

What cauſe to bluſh at home ! 


In life's decline, when men relapſe 
Into the ſports of youth, 

The ſecond child cur-fools the firſt, * 

Aud tempts the laſh of truth: 
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Tad ape the you's age? Mice 
—— 18 c d ol 
What more becomes our years; 
For Reſignation glows, + 4% 

You will not diſapprove a juſt 
Reſentment at its foes. 


In youth, V—raie! our foibles plead | # © 
3 | 
! Should chang thei colour . 
[ Old age is bound to pay, 


mage tis honour to ly hid, 
| 'Tis praiſe to be forgot; 
The wiſe, as flow'rs, which ſpread at noon, | by 
And all their charms expoſe, 
When ev'ning damps, and thades deſcend 
Their evolutions cloſe. 
| What tho' your muſe has nobly foar'd, 
| Ours, hoary friend! is to prefer 
Eternity to time: 
1 


* 
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Why daſh with pain our pleafure ? why 
Your Helicon with Styz ? | 


Tou worde in our divided miads 
Repugnant paſſions raiſe, 
Canfound us with a double firoke, 
We ſhudder, whilſt we praiſe ; 


A curious web, as finely wrought 
As genius can inſpire, 

Prom a black hag of poiſon ſpun, 
With horror we admire. 
With a difdainful air, 

I can't forgive fo great a foe 

Early I knew him, cazly prais'd, 
And long to praiſe him late; 
Nor would deplore his fate; 

A fate how much to be deplor'd, 
At which our nature ſtarts! 
Forbear to fall on your own ſword, 

To periſh by your parts: 
* Candide, + Second part. 
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2 Nut great your name. To feed on air — 
Were then immortals born? | 5 


Nothing is great, of which more great, 


Nor boaſt your geaius ; talents bright 
1 HI in your weſtern beams is miſe d 


1 oo 
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More glorious is the ſcorn. 


Which gnaws us in the grave, 
Or ſoul from that which never dies, 
Applauding Europe, fave ? 


| But fame you loſe; good ſenſe alone 


Your idol, praiſe can claim ; 


| When wild wit murders happineſs, 


It puts to death our fame: 


Ev'n dunces will deſpiſe, 


A genius for the Lies : 


Your taſte too fails; what moſt excels 
True taſte muſt reliſh meſt; 
And what, to rival palms above, 
Can proudeſt laurels boaſt ? 
. 
Reſplendent are its rays, 
Let that ſuffice; it needs no plume 
Of fublunary praiſe. 
May this enable couch'd V—taire 
To fee that—All is right +, 
His eye, by flaſh of wit ſtruck blind, 
Reſtoring to its fight ; | | 
If fo, all's well: who much have err d, 
That much have been forgiv'n; 
1 ſpeak with joy, with joy he'll hear, 
© V——taires arc, now, in heawn 


® Epheſ. vi. 17. Which bs romance riticuts. 
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Nay, fuch philanthropy divine, 
So boundleſs in degree, 
es marvellous of love extends 
(Stoop molt profound!) to me: 
Or dwell on their diſtrefs; 
But let my page, for mercics pour'd, 
A grateful heart expreſs : 
Walking, the preſent Go was ſeen, 
Of old; in Eden fair: 
The God as reſent, by plain ſteps 
— —— 
His awful voice I hear; 
Ae of my nikatnek 
Would hide myſelf for fear: 
Can cover from his fight? 
Naked the centre to that eye, 
To which the ſun is night. 
Through night inlumin'd roll; 
May thoughts of Him by whom they ſhine, 
Chace darkneſs from my foul ; 
My foul, which reads his hand as clear 
In my minute affairs, 
As in his ample manuſcript 
Of ſun, and moon, and ſtars; 

To wield that vaſt machine, 
Than to correct one erring thought 
In my ſmall world within; 

z 
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A world that ſhall ſurvive the fall 
Of all his wonders here: 
Survive, when ſuns ten thouſand drop, 
And leave a darken'd ſphere. | 


Yon matter groſs, how bright it ſhines: 


* 
My 


.F rarely plann'd, but cauſe ] found 


Pain'd Senſe from Fancy's tyranny 
Alone can ſet us free: 

A thouſand miſeries we feel, 
Till funk in miſery. 


Cloy'd with a glut of all we wiſh, 


Our wiſh we reliſh leſs : + 0 


Succeſs, a fort of ſuicide, 
Is rwn'd by fecceſs. | » 


Sometimes he led me near to death, 
And pointing to the grave, 
Bid Terror whiſper kind advice, 
And taught the tomb to fave. 
To raiſe my thoughts beyond where worlds 
As ſpangles o'er us ſhine, 
One day he gave, and bid the nent 
My bre delight relgn. 
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We to ourſelves, but through the means 
Of mirrors, are unknown ; 

In this my fate can you deſery | 

No features of your own? 

| And if you can, let that excuſe 
Theſe ſelf- recording lines; 

A record modeſty forbids, 
Or to ſmall bound confines. 

- In grief why deep ingulph'd ? You fee 

Lou ſuffer nothing rare; 

Uncommon grief for common fate ? 


When ſtreams flow backward to their ſource, 
And mountains wing' d ſhall fly aloft, 
Then human forrows end: | 


But human prudence too muſt ceaſe, 
When forrows domincer, 

When fortitude has loſt its fire, 

And freezes into fear : 

The pang moſt poignant of my life 
Now heightens my delight; 

I fee a fair creation riſe 

From Chaos and old Night : 

From what ſeem'd horror and deſpair, 
The richeſt harveſt rote ; 

And gave me in the nod divine 

An abſolute repuſc. 
Of all the blunders of mankind, 
1 More groſs, or frequent, none, 
F Than in their grief and joy miiplac d, 
; Oy WERE 9 
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But whither points all this parade ? | 
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Tho' 'tis the beſt that man can give, 
« Ev'n be content with GOD.“ 


Thro love he gave you the deceas'd, 
Thro” greater took him hence; 
This reaſon fully could evince, 
Tho? murmur'd at by ſenſe. 
Is paſt the greateſt great; 
His greatneſs let me touch in points J 
Not forcign to your ſtate : 43 
His eye, this inſtant, reads your heart ; j 
A truth leſs obvious hear 
Are ſounding in his ear: a 


Diſpute you this? Ol ſtand in awe, 


And ceaſe your ſorrow ; know, 


That tear now trickling down, he faw 
Ten thouſand years ago; | 


And twice ten thouſand hence, if you 
Your temper reconcile 

To reaſon's bound, will he behold 
Your prudence with a ſmile; 
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| Your guilt (for guile it is to mourn, 

Wiben ſuch a fov'reign reigns) | 

Your guilt diminiſh ; peace purſue ; 
How glorious peace in pains ! - 
Here, then, ——_—_— if not, ” 1 


(Strange truth!) moſt happy riſe; = 
Not angels (hear it, and exult !) 

Enjoy a larger ſhare 
Than is indulg' d to you, and yours, 
Of God's impartial care; 
Anxious for each, as if on each 

| His care for all was thrown; ' if 
For all his care as abſolute, / "3 

How little then, and great, 

That riddle, Man ? O! let me gaze 

At wonders in his fate; 

A worm from darkneſs deep, 

And ſhall, with brother-worms, beneath 

A turf, to-morrow ſleep; 

How mean /—and yet, if well obey'd 

His mighty maſter's call, 

The whole creation for mean man — 

Is deem d a boon too ſmall: 1 
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per emmets is the duſt! | 
Account amazing ! yet moſt true; 
| My fongis bold, yet juſt 
| nan born for influite, in whom. 
1 " No period can deflroy | 
The pow'r in exquiſite extremes 
1 3 | 
6 ee eee 
| He's beggar'd, and undone! 
d in unbounded fpace! 
 Benighted by the fun? 


For what's the fiin's meridian blaze 
To the moſt feeble ray | = 1 
Of uncreated day ? | 4 


"Tis not the poet's rapture feign's 
Swells here, the vain to pleaſe; 
At truths ſublime as theſe ; 


Not to bleſs only, but confound, 
Nay fright us with its love; 

| And yet fo frightful what, or kind, 1 

| As that the rending rock, 2 

The darken's fun and rifing dead, I 

So formidably fpoke? 

And are we darker than that fun ? 
Than rocks more hard, and blind ? 

- FF _ We are;—if not to ſuch a God 

| In agunics refign'd. 
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n KESIGNATION — n 
Yes, even in agones forbear | 

To doubt almighty love ; 

Whate'er endears eternity, 

Is mercy from, above; 

And thus by plungiog in diſtrefs, 
Exalts us ts the ſpheres; | 

Joy's fountain-head! where bliſs o'er blifs,_ 
O'er wonders wonders riſe, 

And an Omnipoteneę prepares 

Its banquet for the wile; 

Ambrofial banquet ! rich in wines 
Nectareous to the ſoul ! 

What en Gparkle from the ſtream, 
As angels fill the bowl ! 


Good-will immenſe. prevayls : 
Man's line can't fathom its profound ; 
An angeFs plummet fails. 
Thy love and might, by what they know 
Who judge, nor dream of more; 
They aſk a drop, how deep the fea ? 
Oſſended Deity ! 
A deity is he. 
With radiant worlds is fown ! 
How tubes aſtoniſh us with thoſe 
More deep in Ether thrown | 
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Ans thoſe beyond ot brighter worlds | ; 
1 Why not a million wore ? 
7 fn lieu of anfwer, let us all 
Fall proſtrate avd adore. | 
Nor thy indulgence leſs; | 
"Since man quite impotent, and blind, 
Oft drops into diſtreſs ; ; 
Say, what is Reſignation? "Tis l 
Man's weakneſs underſtood; 5 
Far ſtronger, every good. 
In thee who dare not truſt; | 
Whoſe abject fouls, like demons dark, „ 
Are murm' ring in the duſt : 


For man to murmur or repine 
At what by thee is done, 

No lefs abſurd than to complain 
Of darkneſs in the fun. 


Who would not, with an heart at eaſe, 
Bright eye, ur elouded brow, | 
Wiſdom and goodneſs at the helm, 
The raugheſt occan plough ? 
What tho' I'm ſwallow'd in the deep? 
Tho” mountains o'er me roar ? 
Ia nova reigns ! as Jonah»ſafe 
I'm landed, aud adore : 
Thy will is welcome, let it wear 
Its moſt tremendous form ; 
Roar waves! rage winds ! T hue, ther Gow 
_ Canſt fave me by a ſtorm. 
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Since great thy love, and 

F And blifs our aim; pronounce us all 
Diſtracted, or reſign d; 

Reſign'd thro” duty, int'reſt, ſhame; 
Deep ſhame! dare I complain, 

When (wond'rous truth !) in heav'n itfelf 
Joy ow'd its birth to pain? 

And pain for me! for me was drain'd 
Gall's overflowing bowl; 

Provoke my guilty ſoul ? 


If pardon'd this, what cauſe, what crime 
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Praiſe, more divine than pray'r: : 
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And baniſh all complaine ; | r 
; 1 . 


Makes the mai eg d. as man can be 3 bo 
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The richeſt gift of grace, We 2 

Proprietor of peace; . 2 
Nay, peace beyond, no mall degree 7 9 

Of rapture twill impart; . 
Know, Madam! - when your ber- bepfſh 

* All heav'a is in your heart.” Sy 
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But who to heav'n their heans can raf * 
All virtue dies; fupport divine 1 
The wiſc with ardor court: * n E 
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Sure audience of its king. 


The lab'ring foul from fore diſtreſs 
That bleis d expedient frees : 

I ſee you far advanc'd in peace; 

I ſee you on your knees: 


Divine for ever hone ? 
And humble hearty Bob's * other ſeat! 
The rival of his throne. | 
And ſtoops Omnipotence fo low? 
Aud condeſcends to dwell 
Evernicy's inhabitant, TE 
Welbplecas'd, in ſuch a cell? 


I 8 


How treat our gueſt divine 
The fherifice ſupreme be lain! 
Let felf-will die: refign. 


Thus far, at large, on our diſeaſe; | 


Now, let the cauſe be ſhown, 


The difmal human groan : 


WM our ſole fountain of diſtreſs ? 


Strong paſſion for this ſcene; 

That trifles makes important, thing; 
OF mighty moment mean. 

"When cazth's dark maxims poiſon ſhed 
on oor polluted fouls, 


"Our hearts and int'reſts fly as far * 


, as the poles; 
„ah vil. 13. 1 
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5 With abject aims, and fordid joys, ae 4 4 
| | Our grandeur we diſgrace. ths A J 
o! for an Archimides new, - 3 4 
Of moral pow'ss poilcis'd 5 
No ſmall advantage may be reap t 
From thought whence we deſcends 
| From weighing well, g, wats 
| Our origin and end: $1044 
To this dim ſcene we came: .” oo Dan 
And may, if wiſe, for ever ba; 
In great IX HOVARH'Ss beam: 
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That leſſon from the gravez © 
A George the Third would then be . 3 2 
Ine not boaſt of glery e Few ; 
| Thos ſparkles from © wah. . 
ba  _- Bba : * 


Wiſdom! where: art thou ? none on earth 
Though graſping wealth, fame, pow'r, 
ann . 
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Aſaulting truths, of which in a1 =. 
Is fown the ſacred feed! !! 
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As level as our bones. 


— eader works wilt ſoon be weigh'd; 
+: Bs. een; | 
3 —— JN. 
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o, may l thou ——— As 4p _ 
That more than golden +; Im 7? "6 | 
Whate'er may ſeem too rough; exen@& $5114. 3 
Your good I have at heart: * * 7 1 2 3 
Since from my foul FEwiſh r +»: ant F 
Shall you and I, in love with . — * 0 
Life's future ſchemes cont rice + 
The world in wonder not nf, * 1056 ef 
That we are ſtill alice? $4». ares wet 


Wins eve WEI CO EC: a 
A ſhadow's ſhade to crave? 

When life, fo vain! is vainer ſtill, - 

Tis time to take our lande? 

Happier „than happieſt life, his death, 

Who falling in the field 
Writes V ICI on his ſhield; 

80 falling man, immortal heiie ” 

Undaunted at the gloomy grave, 
Deſcends into the ſkies. | ett ER 4 R 

O! how diforder'd our machine, _ 
When contradictions mix ! | | 

When nature bes no les han tech, FI 
And folly points at fix | Jo ag e 
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4 To Satan dreadfully reſgu d 


Whole herds ruſh down the ſteep 


err by lewd wits poſlets'd, 


| 


And periſh in the deep. 
Men's praiſe your vanity purſues; | 

"Tis well, purſue jt ſtill; 
But let it be of men deceas'd, 

And you'll refign the will; | 
How very far ſuperior they 

In number, and in name! 


Hus have I written, when to write 
No mortal ſhould preſume ; 
Hic jacet—for his tomb: 
The public frowns, and cenfures loud - 
My puecrile employ; 


The ſcandal l enjoy; | 
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Dre conſe Lagud wee pad, 


Their golden harps e , 


High as the footſtool of the throne, 


And deep, as hell profound; 
Bel! (borrd contra) chord and fong | 1 


* Thro' boundles ag, by ce by ra. 


« TEROVAHN's will be done.” 


is done in heav'n; whence headlang hur'd.. | 
Self-will, with Satan, fell : | 

And muſt from earth be baniſh'd too, 
Or carth's another hell : 


Madam! felf-will iaflidts your pains; 
Self-wil's the deadly foe 


And points the ſhafts of woe: 
Your debt to nature fully paid, 
Now virtue claims her due; 


Tis fafe ; 1 write to you ; 


W 
In ever judging right; ; — 
r I | 
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What myziads Swell the concert loud ? = 
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Was death deny's, this world a ene 
How difmal and forlorn ! 3 


— bh | 
Or ſtorm'd by ſudden blaſts. of fate, | i 
Is fwiftly whirl'd away; | F 
„ De Hld? | 1 

| Soft pillows in che duſt! 


Well-pleas'd to bear heav''s darkeſt fron, |! 

"Tis noble chymiſtry to turn. 
My fate ſhall be my choice: 

Determin's am I, whilſt I breathe, 
To praiſe and to rejoice ; 


What ample cauſe! triumphant hope! | f 
O rich etergity.! 1 
' Itart not at a world in flames, +: 648] 
Charm'd with one glimpſe of thee; | l 
And thou ! its great inhabitant ! | 
How glorious duſt thou ſhine! -- 
n ry | 
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Me void of joy (with ſome concern 
The truth ſevere I tell) 

'Is an impenitent in guilt, 
A fool or infidel. 

Veigh this, ye pupils of Wine! 
From joyleſs murmur free; 
Or, let us know, which character 
Shall crown you of the three. 


Reſign, reſign : this lefſon none 
Too deeply can inſtill ; 

A crown has been refiga'd by more, 
| Than have reſigu d the will; 


Tho will reſign'd the meaneſt makes 
Superior in renown, * 
And richer in celeſtial eyes, 
Than He who wears a crown : 

Hence in the boſem cold of age, 

I kindled a ſtrange aim 

To ſhine in ſong; and bid me boaſt 
The grandeur of my theme ; 

nt oh" how far peefrmgtion falls 
Its lofty theme below ! 

*Oue thoughts in life's December freeze, 
And numbers ccafe to flow. 

'Firſt! greateſt! beſt! grant what I wrote 
For others, nc er may riſe | 

To brand the writer; thou alone 

Canſt make our wiſdom wiſe ; 

And how unwiſe, how deep in guilt, 
How infamous the faule ; 

A teacher thron'd in pomp of words, 
* In deed, beneath the taugt!“ 
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„ POSTSCREISrT, 
The world an infidel; 
4 To pave 3 path to bell. re. 
ot for a clean and ardent heart, 
O! for a foul on fire, 
Thy praiſe, begun on earth, to ſound 
Where angels ſtring the lyre ! 
How cold is man? to him how hard 
* (Hard what moſt caſy ſeems) 
To ſet a juſt eſteem: on that, 


